T H E 


PRINCESS 
CLEVE, 


As it was Adced 


AT THE 


Queens T heatre 


I N 
DORSET-GARDEN. 


—_—— 


| . By Nat. Lee, Gent. 


— A Rue (_—_ — —_ ——_— 


Twque, dum procedis, Io Triumphe, 

No n ſemel dic emws : Io Tri —_ 

Civitas omnis, dabinmſqne divis 
———— There 4 benignis. Horat. 


_—— Ad | 0 EE _ «2s PAY ——_— 


——. ————— 


LONDON, Printed in the Year, 158g. 


= ——— — — ———— —_—_ 


TO THE 


Right Honourable Charles Earl of Dorſet and 

* Middleſex, Lord Chamberlain of His Ma- 

jeſties Houſhold, and one of His Majeſties 
moſt Honourable Privy-Council, ec. 


May it pleaſe your Lordſhip, | 
His Play, when it was ACted, in the Chara- 
Cer of the Princeſs - of Zainville, had a re- 
ſemblance of Marguerite .in the Maſlacre of 
Paris, Siſter to Charles the Ninth, and Wife 

to Henry the Fourth King of Navar : That fatal Mar- 
riage which coſt the Blood of ſo many Thouſand Men, 
al the Lives of the beſt Commanders. What was bor- 
rowed m the Action is left out in che Print, and -quite 
obliterated in the minds of Men. But the Duke of 
Guiſe, who was Notorious for a bolder Fault, has 
wreſted two whole Scenes from the Original , which 
after the Vacation he-will be forcd. to. pay. . I was, 4 
confeſs, through Indignation, forcd to Iimb my own 
Child, which Time, the true Cure for all mo—_ and 
Injuſtice has ſet rogether again. The Play coſt me 


much pains, the Story is true, and I hope the Object 
will diſplay Treachery in its own Colours. Bur this 
Farce,” Comedy, Tragedy or meer Play . was a Re- 
venze ior the Refuſal of the other ; for when they ex- 

, A 2 pected 


tt 


pected the moſt paliſh'd Hero in Nemours, 1 gave 'em 
a Rufhan-recking from Whetftone's-Park, The fourth 
and fifth Acts of the Chances, where Don Jobn is 
pulling down ; Marriage: /lamide, where they are bare to 
the Waſte;, the Liberte: and Epſom-Wells, are but Co- 
pies of his Yillany. He lays. about, him like the Gla- 
drator int tht bf 12 Ghey may walk by, and take no 
- notice, .I beg vr Lordfliip .to excuſe this. account, 

for indeed 'tis all ro-intreduce the Maſkgere of Parts to 


your Favour, and approve it to be playd in its firſt 
Figure, 


Tour Lordſbips | 
Humble and Obedient Servant,, 
NAT. LE F- 
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This Song ſhould be inſerted in A& V. Scene Il. 

WASDSt your Floods unbind, 
mens gow 20 ee 

Your Tres 8 before the Wiad, 

hated Shore : 


See >, vpon te crggy Koxks, 


beat their Brea md adidets Loc 
TO ire rhe Heal, Tears _ 


Il. 
The God of Lowe that fatal hour, 
When this poor Youth was born, 
Had ſworn by _—_ w _—_ his Pow! er, 
He'd kill a Man 
For Strephon's ak bearm his Dart, 
SE Dima 
e cry imt the Heart, . 
Thy Blood ſhall 


On Stela's Lap he ad hs Head, 
And looking in her = 

He cry'd, Remember I'm dead, 
That I deſerve the Prize : 


But Ah! he loves not 3 ou. 


CHORUS. 


Wea ſhould all things bow to"Lowe, 
Men below, and Gods above 7? 
Why ould al things bow to Love ? 
Death and Fate more awful move, 
Death below, and Fate above, 
Death below, and Fate above. 
Mortals, Mortals, try your lll, 
Seeking Good, or ſhunning Ill, 

Fate wil be the burden fall, 

Will be the burden ftill, 

Fate will be the burden ftill fall 

Fate will be the burden fill, 


T'H-.E- 


T H E 


PROLOGUE. 


Ruſt was the G the foremoſt Age, | 
[ hs Truth = - with Blndk, did engage 1 
hen Man to Man con'd walk, with Arms entwin'd, 

And vent their Griefs in _-_ of the Wind, 

Expreſs their minds, and ſpeak their thoughts as clear, 

As Eaftern Mornings op ning to the year, 

But that Law and Treachery came in, 

And open Honeſty was made « Sin, 

Men wait for as Dogs for Foxes prey, 

And Women wait the cloſing of the day. 

Theres ſcarce 4 man that ventures to be good, 

For Trath by Knaves was never underſtood; 

For there*s the Curſe, when Vice der Vertue rules, 

That all the World are Knaves or downright Fool, 

So = may make advantage of th' Allay , 

They'll takg the Droſs and through the Gold away, 

Women turn Uſurers with their own affright, 

And Want's the Hag that rides 'em all the night. 

The little Mob, the City Waſtcoateer, : 


Will pinch the Back to the Buttock bare, 
And drain the laſt poor Guinea from her Dear, 
Thus Times are turn'd upon 4 private end, 
There's ſcarce «a Man that's generous to his Friend, 
But there's « Monarch on a Throne ſublime, 
That makes Truth Law, and gives the Poets Rhime ; 
Be his the bus neſs of our little Fates, 
Onr mean Contentions, and their high Debates. 
Diced Lalor ad Inoidtod 

ith all the Praiſes Bleſt that Hearts afford, c 
With Lawrels Crowd, unconquer'd by the Sword : 
William the Sovereign of our whole Afﬀairs, 


Onr Guide in Peace, and Council in the Wars. 
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T H E . 


Princeſs of Cleve. 


| p—_— —_ 


ACT I SCENE L 


A | WS 


Nemours, Bellamore. Fiddles Playing. 


New. Old there you Monſieur Devel; prithe leave off play- 
ing fine in Conſort,and ſtick to Time and Tune---So 


now the Song, call in the Eunach 3 come my pretty 
Stallion, Hem and begin. ; E 


SONG. 


LL other Bleſſings are but Toyes 
A To his that in his Fry enjoyes, 


Who in his Fancy can po 

The obje& of his ; Hap 54 y g 

The Peafude, s purer for ; = of 

The Pains, —_—_ ju the Bene 


Thus when Adonis; got the flone, 
To Love the Boy ſtill made his moan ; 
Yor ya = £meen of "_ hs 
& he ſlept ſbe c flame 5 
The Fancy jr ery him as he lay, 
And Fancy brought the Stone away. 
B 


Neze. Sirrah, ſtick to clean Pleaſures, deep Sleep, moderate 
Wine, ſincere Whores,and thou art happy 3 Now by this damazk 
Cheek I love thee 5 keep but this wus Form of thine in 
health, and 11] put thee in the way of living like a man-----What 
I have truſted thee with---My Love to the Pri of Cleve, Trea- 
ſure it as thy Life,nor let the Yidam of Chartres know it; tor how- 
eycr | ſeem ta cheriſh bim, becauſe be has the knack of a 
Story 1 + and is a great pretenider to Nature, I caſt him 
off here---'Tis too much for him : Beſides he is her Uncle, and 
has a ſort of affefted Honour, that wou'd make him grin to ſee 
me teap her----Hrey Jaquesr---When Madam Towrnor comes, bring 
her inz and heark you Sir, whoever comes to ſpeak with me, 
while the is wh me---- 

Jaq. What if the Dauphin comes ? 

Nem. Whar if his Father comes, Dog--Slave--Fool! Whar if 
Paris were a fire;the Preſident and Council of ſixteen at the door! 
I'm fick, I'm not wthin--I'm a hundred mile off-.My boſom 
Dear---So young, and yet I truſt thee roo—-Bur away, to the 
Princeſs of , thou art acquainted with her Women, watch 
her Motions, my (weet-fac'd Pimp, and bring me word of her 
rifi 


Bell She is a prize, my Lord, and oh what a night of pleaſare 
has Cleve had with her--the firſt roo! 

Nem. Any thing but what makes ſuch a pleaſure, wou'd I give 
for ſuch another---But be gone, and no more of this provok: 
diſcourſe, leſt Raviſhing ſhou'd follow thee at the heels, a 
ſpoil my ſober deſign. Exexnt (everally, 

Enter Tournon, La March. 
aq. Madam, my Lord was jaft gow asking for you. 
owr. Go tell him I'm coming--ls he dreſfs'd 
aq. Yes--But your Ladiſhip knows thar's all one to him-- 

[ -— aquer, 'tis pity ſuch. Honeſty ſhould not be en- 
courag'd--- 

s = This comes of Pitmping, which ſhe calls Honeſty. Exit. Jag. 

our. Thus thou mayſt foe . method of the Queen---We are 
the lucky Steves, where fond men truſt theur Hearts, and fo ſhe 
fiſts 'em through us--- 


La M. Whac of Nemours, whotn you thus carly vilit 2 


Tour, 


The Priaceſy of Cleve; Fl 
deſigns to rob him of a Miſtreſ, |; 

the Princeſs of Jarvill, whom he keeps from the knowledge of 

the Courtz and if the Queen be a Judge, is contracted to her--- 

The Dauphin loves her too, whereon the Queen, 

Who works the Court quite round by Womankind, 

And thinks this way to mould his ſapple Soul, 

Reſolves, if poſſible, to gain her for him. 

La M. But how is't poſſible to work the Prince from the 
Duke Nemoirrs, who loves him as the Queen affefts Ambition. 

Towr. Why thus ſhe knows Newowrs his Soul is bent 
Upon variety, therefore to gain her ends 
She has made me Sacnfice my Honour, nay 
I'm become his Bawd, and ply him ev'ry day 
With ſome new face, to wean his heart 
From Margverite's Form, nor muſt you longer be 
Without your ous 

La M. Employ me,for you know the quam commands me. 

Towr, There was a Letter dropt in the Tennis-Court 
on of ppg "__ as I'm told, 

rea t in the preſence---"Tis your Task 
Slily to infinuate with ite. 
This Note which came from ſome abandon'd Miſtreſs, 
Is certainly the Dukes---- 

La M. 's the ground on which you build. 

Tow, R oY ug le be 2 ern 4h man) von 
lonſie breeds in haughty minds, and fo from the extreams 
of violent Love, proceeds to ferceſ hate. But ſee 
the gay, the brisk, the ing Gallant St. Andre [ Exter St. A. 
here, | Sr to Poltrot, who arrived from England 
with a pretty Wife laſt week, and Lodges in the Palace of this 
his related Fool---St. Andre has a Wife roo of my acquaintance--- 
Both for the Duke my Dear but haſte I'm call'd--{ Exit La March. 

Jo Madam— Toxr. 1 go. Exit Tournon. 

t. 4. Monſieur Jaques, your moſt obliged faithtul humble Ser- 
vant, What, his Grace continnes the old Trade 1 fee, by the Flux 
of Bawds and Whores that choak up his Avenues, and I muſt 


confeſs, excepting my (elf, nes We built for Whoring 
2 as 


Tawr, The 


4 The Princeſs of Cleve: 
as his Grace,black ſanguine Brawny---a Roman Noſe---long Foot 
and a ſtiff---calf of a Leg, 


7aq. Yout Lordſhip has all theſe in Perfe&tion. 
St. A. Sir your moſt faithful obliged humble Servant. Boy--- 


B. My Lord--- St. A. How many Bottles laſt night ? 
B. Five my Lord. St. A. Boy. B. My Lord. 
Sr. 4. How many Whores? B. Six my Lord. 


St. A, Boy--- B. My Lord. 

St. A. What Quarrels, how many did I kill ? 

B. Not one my Lord--- But the night before you Hamſtrung a 
Beadle, and run a Link-man in the Back--- 

St. A. What, and no Blood nor Blows laſt night? 

B. O yes my Lord, now I remember me, you drew upon 
a Gentleman that knock'd you down with a Bortle. 

$t. A. Not fo loud you Urchin, leſt I rwiſt your neck round--- 
Monſicur Jaques is his Grace ſtirring ? 

7aq. My Lord, he's at Council--- 

St. A. Cd I beg his Pardon, pray give my duty to him, and 
tell him, if he pleaſed to hear a languiſhing Air or two, I am at 
the Princeſs of Cleve's with a Serenade---Go Raskal, go to Mon- 
fieur Poltrot---tell him he'll be too late---Black airy ſhape---but 
then Madam Cleve is Vertuous, Chaſt, Cold---Gad IN write to 
her, and then ſhe's mine dire&ly, for 'tis but ceaſon of courſe, 
that he that has been Yoak'd to ſo many Dutcheſſes, ſhould at 
laſt back a Princeſs: Sir, your moſt obliged faithful and very 
humble Servant Sir, [ Exennt. 


SCENE IL 


o 
Nemours, T ournon. 


Tour. done, undone! will your ſinful Grace never giveover, 
will you never leave Ruining of Bodies and Vn 

- <\ «ypohs yeu. imagine that I came for this ? What have you 
one 

\ No harm, pretty Rogne4no harm, nay,prithee leave blub- 

ring. 

Tour. 'Tis blubbering now, pla blubbering, but before you 

had your will 'twas another tone; —_— — do you waſt 

thoſe 


thoſe precions Tears, each falling drop tines like ais Orient Pear? 


and ſets a Gaity on a Face of Sorrow. 

Nem. Thou art certainly the pleaſanteſt of Womankind, and I 
the happieſt of Men ; dear delightful Rogue, let's have another 
_—_ = a winning Gameſter, I long to make it t'other hundred 

oun 

Tour. Inconfiderate horrid Peer, will you Damn your Soul 
deeper and deeper, can you be thus infenſible of your Crime? 

em. Why there's it, I was as a man may be, very dry, and 
thou kind Soul, gav'ſt me a good draught of Drink; now 'tis 
ſtrange to me, if a man muſt be Damn'd for venching his thirſt. 

Tower. Ha, Ha---Well, Il ſwear you are ſich another man--- 
who wou'd have thought you cou'd delude a Woman thus, and 
a Woman of Honour too, that refolv'd ſo much againſt itz Ah 
my Lord ! your Grace has a cunning Tongue. 

New. No cunning Towrnon, my way is downright, leaving Body, 
State and Spirit, all for a pretty Woman, and when gray Hairs, 
Gout and Impotence come, no more but this, drink'away pain, 
and be gathered to my Fathers. 

Towr. Oh thou difſembler, give me your hand, this ſoft, this 
faithle(s violating hand, Heaven knows what this hand has to 
anſwer for. 

New. And for this hand, with theſe long, white, round, pretty 
Bobbins, t'has the kindeſt gripe, and 110 love it, now 'Gad's 
Blefling on't, that's all I ſay---But come tell me, what no new 
Game, for thou knoweſt I dye _ without variety. 

Tour. Certain] never Woman lov” like me, who am. not fa- 
tisfied with ſa g my own Honour, / unleſs I rob my delights 
by undoing others--- 

Nem. Come, come, out with it, I lee thou art big with ſome 
new Intrigue, and it labours for a vent. 

Towr. What think you of St. Andvre's Lady ? 

Nem. That I'min Bed with her,becauſe thou darſt befriend me. 

Towr. Nay, thete's more—Monſieur Poltrot lodges an his Houſe, 
with a ybang Engliſh Wife of the true breed, and the previiat of 
the two. 

Nem. Excellent Creature, - but command me fomething extra- 
vagant, as thy kindneſs,. State, Life and/Honoar. $7 b_ 

our. 


Toxr. Yet all this will be loſt when you are married to Myrgaerite. 
New. Never, by Heaven I'm thine, with all the heat and vi- 
gorous —_— of an y + vr yh - mn wh will be while 
young Limbs and Lechery together, and that's a Bond me- 
thinks ſhou'd laſt till Doomſday. 
Towr. But do you believe if Margxerite (hou'd know--- 
Nem. The queſtion's too grave---when and where (hall I ſce 
the Gems thou haſt in ſtore ? 
Tor. By Noon or thereabouts z take a turn in Luavemberg Gar- 
_ den, and one, if not both, ſhall meet you. 
New. And thou'lt _ in Perſon ? 
Tow. With Colours flying, a Handkerchict held out and yer 
methinks it goes againſt my Conſcience. 
New. Away, that ſerious look has made thee old : 
Conſcience and Conſideration in a young Woman too? 
It makes a Bawd of thee before thy time, 
Nay, now thou pur'ſt me in Poetick Rapture, 
And I maſt quote —— thee : 
Call all your Wives to i, and ans ja 
To Tempr, Diſſemble, Flatter, Lye and Swear z 
To make her mine, uſe all your utmoſt skill, 
Vertue! An ill-bred croſneſs in the will z 
Honour a Notion, Piety a Cheat, 
Prove but fucceſsful Bawds and you are great. 
Come, thou wilt meet me. 
Toxr. "Tis reſolv'd I will, till which time, thou dear Man— 
New. Thou pretty Woman, Tow, Thou very dear Man. 
" New. Thouvery Woman one Kils. Tow, Hey Ho--- 
_ res —— EF 
our. A wo L ou are acquain e Fopsz 
ſet em in the modifh way of abuſing their Wives, they are turn- 
ing already, and that will certainly bring 'em about. 
ſhall do't with leſs bu xr r ogg aan Tour. 
Jaques — Enter Jaques with the Vidam. 
"Hat my grave Lord of Chartres,welcome as Health,as Wine, 
and taking Whores—-and tell me now the buvgneſs of the Court. 


Vid. Hold it. Neamozrs for ever at defiance, 
Fogy of ill humour, damps of Mclancholy, 


Old 


The Prineeſe of Cleve: 


Old Maids of fifty choak'd with eternal Vapours, 


Stuffit with fulſome Honour---dozing Verrue, 
And ing dullneſs husk it round, 

Since he that was the Life, the Soul of Pleaſure, 
Count , is dead. 

New. we may fay 
Wit was and Satyr is a Carcaſs now. 
[ his laſt Debauch wou'd be his Death--- 
Bur is it certain ? 

Vid. Yes 1 ſaw bim duſt. 
I aw the mighty thing a nothing made, 
Huddled with Worms, and —_ that cold Den, 
Where Kings lye crumbled juſt like other Men. 

Nem. Nay then let's Rave and Elegize together, 

Where 1 flow but common clay, 

Whom every wiſer Emmet bears away, 

And lays him u aqui a Winters day. 

He was the Spiri Wit---and had fach an art m grilding his 
Failares, that it was hard not to love his Faults : He never ſpoke 
a Witty thing twice, tho to different Perſons; his 
were catching, and his Genius was ſo Luxuriant, that he was 
forc'd ro tame it with a Heſitation in his Speech to keep it in 
view---But oh how awkard, how inſipid, how poor and wretch- 
edly dull istheimitation ofthoſe that have all the affeation of his 
Verſe and none of his Wir. Emter Jaques. 

Jag My Lord, Monſieur Poltrot defiresto kiſs your Grace's hand. 

em. Let's have him to drive away our Melancholy--- 

Vid. 1 wonder what pleaſure you can take in ſach dull Dogs, 
Alles, Fook. 

New. But this is a particular Fool Man, Fate's own Fool, and 
perhaps it will never hit the like again, he's ever the ſame thing, 
yet always pleaſing, z in ſhort, he's a finiſh'd Fool, and has a fine 
Wife ; add to this his late leaving the Court of France, and going 
ro _ to learn breeding.  Emter Poltrot. 

Pol. My Lord Dake,your Grace's moſt obedient humble Servant, 
My Lord of Chartres and Monſieur Jaques,yours Monfieurs St. Andre 
deſires your Grace's preſence at a Serenade of mine and his toge- 
ther---And I muſt tell your Grace by the way,he isa great Maſter, 

c 


and the fondeſt thing of my Labours--- New. 


- ah 


Nem. And the greateſt Oaf in the World. 


V7 Dear ſoft delicate Rogue fing. 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 


Pol. How my Lord--> | ti 
Vid. The whole Court wonders you will keep him company. 

Nem. Such a paſſive Raskal, he had his Shins broke laſtnight 
in the Preſence, and were it not fear'd you wou'd ſecond him, he 
wou'd be kick'd out of all Society. 

Pol. I Second him my Lord, Il fſce him Damif'd cer Ill be 
Second to any Fogl jn Chnſtendom---For to te} your Grace the 
truth, I keep him company and lye at his Houſe, becauſe I intend 
to lye with his Wife; a trick I learnt fince 1 went into England, 
where o'my Conſcience Cuckoldom is the Deſtiny vi above half 
the Nation. Nem. Indeed! 

Pol. O there's not ſuch another Drinking, Scowring, Roaring, 
Whoreing Nation in the World---And for little London, to my 
knowledge, if a Bill were taken of the weekly Cuckolds, it wou'd 


amount to more than the Number of Chriſtnings and Burials put 
together. 


">, Vid. "What, and were you acquainted with the Wits? 


© Pol, O Lord Sir, Iliv'd in the City a whole year , my 
Lord Mayor and I, and the Common-Council were ſworn Bro- 
thers---I cou'd ſing you twenty Catches and Drolls that I made 
for their. Feaſt-days,but at preſent ll only hint you one or two--- 

\Nem, Pray do us the Favour Sir. | 

Pol. Why look you Sir, this is one of my chief ones, and 111 
aſſure your Grace, *twas much Sung at Court too. 

| O to Bed to me--- to Bed to me---&c. 

Nem. Excellent, incomparable. 

Pol. Why is jt not my Lord ? This isno Kickſhaw, there's ſab- 
ſtance in the Air, and weight in the words; nay, I'll give your 
Grace a taſte of another, the Tune is, let me ſee-—Ay, Ay--- 

Give me the Laſs that is true Country bred--- | 
But I'll prefent your Grace with ſome words of my own, that I 
made on my Wife before I married her, as ſhe fate finging one 
day in a low Parloar and playing on the Virginals. 

Nem. For Heavens ſake oblige us dear pleaſant Creature--- 

Pol. Vil ſwear I'm fo tickliſh you1l put me ont my Lord, for 1 
am as -yanton as any little Bartho/omew Bore-Pig--- 


Pol. 


| The Princeſs of Cleve.” _ , 
Pol. Nay, 1 proteſt my Lord, I vow and ſwear, but you'll 
make me = to a Whore---Lord Sir, what do you mean? 
Nem. Come then begin--- Poltrot Sings. 


Py je ſoft, Phillis ir plump, 
And Beanty made np this delicate lump : 
Like a Roſe bad ſbe looks, like a Lilly ſhe ſmells, 
And ber Voice is a Note above ſweet Philomel's. 


Now a little Smutty my Lord is the faſhion--- 
IL 


= oa 26 ny" Hillocks where Hearts lye and pant, 
n the Herbage fo ſoft, for a thing that they want : 

But Mum Sir for "ah tho a _— Teſt, : 

For if 1 ſhow d name it you'd call me a Beaſt. 


Enter St. Andre without his Hat and Wig. © 

St. A. My Lord, the Serenade is juſt begun, and if you don't 
come juſt in the nick---I beg your Grace's Pardon for interrupting 
you---Bur if you have a mind to hear the ſweeteſt Airs in the 
World--- New. Wirh all my heart Sir--- 

Pol. Nay, fince your Grace has put my hand in, I'll fing you 
my Lord, before you go, the ſofteſt thing---compos'd in the 
Nonage of my Muſe; yet ſuch a one as our beſt Authors borrow 
from. Nay, Ill be judg'd by your Grace, if they do not ſteal 
their Dying from my Killing--- 

St. 4. Nay prithee Poltrot thou art ſo impertinent. 

Pol. No more impertinent than your felf Sir, nor do I doubt 
Sir, but my Character ſhall be drawn by the Poets for a Man of 
Wit and Senſe Sir, as well as your felt Sir--- 

Vid. Ay Ill be ſworn ſhall it--- 

Pol. For I know how to Repartee with the beſt, to Rally my 
Wife, to kick her too if I pleaſe Sir, to make Similes as faſt as 
Hops Sir, tho I lay a dying ſap daſh Sir, quickly off and quickly 
on Sir, and as round as a Hoop Sir— 

Ss. A. 1 grant you Dear Bully all this, but let's have your Song 
another time, becauſe mine are begun. | 

Pol. Nay, look you Dear Rogue, mine is but a Prologue to 

our Play, and by your leave his Grace has a mind to hear it,and 
ſhall hear it Sir— C News. 


10 The Princeſs of Cleve, 
' New. Ay and will hear it Sir, tho the Great Turk wer at 
St. Dennis's Gate come along my Orphew, and then Sir we'll 
follow you to the Prince of Cleve's— 

Ballad—/her Phatbus had fetch'd, &c. [Exennt Singing, 


SCENE IIL 


The Prince of Cleve's Palace. Muſick, 
S O N G. 


]* 4 Room for _ Landckip of Love, 
a 


Like a Per 
With the Curtains half drawn, 
Love and I lay, in the cool of the day, 
Till our Joyjes did remove. 
IL. 
So fierce was our Fight, and ſo ſmart try ftroak,, 
ay Love the little od je fr 
Was put to the Rot 1 
His Bow was unbent, ery Arrow was ſpent, 
And his Fwiver all broke. 
TE TRLLT Emter OT 
I have Letter, and by your Deſcription 
It muſt be that ads ws D Court. 
But are you ſure the Princeſs of Clue has ſeen it ? 
Vid. Why are you ſo concerr'd, does your wild Love 
Turn that way too—She'is too Grave. 
Nem. Too Grave, as if I cou'd not laugh with this, and try 
with that, and veer with every guſt of Paſſhon--But has ſheſeenn? 
Vid. She has the Letter, the Queen Dauphin ſent it her. 
New. Then you maſt own it on occaſion, and whatever elſe 1 
ſhall pur upon yous Perſon— Vid. Why ? 
New. Leſt it ſhou'd reach the Ears of Marguerite, | 
For, Oh my Vidam! *tis ſuch a ranting Devil, 
If ſhe believes this Letter mine, when next 
We meet, beware my Locks and Eyes—No more, 


But this remember that, you own it. [ Exit. 
| Emter St. Andre and Poltrot. 

St; A. His Bow was unbent, &c. [ Singing with Poltror. 

Come, my Lord, we'll have all over agen. Emer 


The Prixceſs of Cleve. IT 
Emxtey the Prince of Cleve. 
Vid. See, we have rais'd the Prince of Cleve : 
My Lord, good Morrow— 

P.C. Good morrow my good Lord—Save you my dear Nemours! 

Pol. Give you Joy my Lord : What a little blew under the Eyes, 
Ha, Ha— | 

St. A. Give you Joy my Lord: Ha,my Lord,Ha[ Holds , 

Pol. Ha, wy Lord, Ha Cake, up phy; on. h 

P: C. You are merry-Gentlemen—1 am not in the vein, 
Therefore, Dear Chartres, take theſe Fingers hence. 

St, A. My Lord, youlook a little heavy, ſhall we Dance, Sing, 
Fence, take the Air, Ride— | 

Vid. Come away Sir, the Prince is indiſpos'd. 

Sr. A. Gad I remember now talk of riding,at the Tournament 
of Mete, as I was riding the great Horſe-— 

Vid. Leave off your Lying, and come along, 

Se. 4. Wit three of Pike, and fix hits of Sword, I 
wounded the Duke of Ferrare, Duke of Mi//in, Dake of Parme, 
Prince of Cleve-— 

P. C. My Lord, I was not there--- 

St. A. My Lord---I beg your Lordſhips pardon, I meant the 
Vidam of C F. | | ed. 

Vid. You Lye, Þ was then'at Rowe. 

St. 4. My Lord— 

Pol. Ha, Ha—-Lord, Lord; how this World is giver to Lying ! 
Ha---Come, come, ' you're-damnably out, come away. 

Sr. A, My Lord, Fbeg your pardon, I fee you are indifpos'd, 
beſides the Queen oblig'd me this Morning to let 'em e 
Colours for my Complemion- 

Vid.Heark you,wilt you go orſhall--[ Pwlling hins off by the Noſe. 

St. 4. My Friend, my Lord'yon ſee, is a hittle Familiar; but 1 
am ever your Highneſs's moſt humble: faithful obedient Servant. 


Manet P. Cleve. 
Full of himſelf, the happy Man ts gone 5 
Why wasnot | too caſt in ſuch a Mould ? 
To think like him, ornor to think-at'al} 


C 2 Enter 


Enter the Princeſ7 of Cleve. 
Had he a Bride like me, Earth wou'd not bear him : 
But Oh 1 wiſh that it might cover me! 
Since Chartres cannot love me: Oh 1 found it! 
Laſt night I found it in her cold Embraces z 
Her Lips too cold---Cold as the Dew ef Death: 
And ſtill wheneer I preſt her in my arms, 
I found my Boſom all afloat with Tears. 
Princeſs C. He weeps,O Heaven! my Lord--the Prince of Cleve, 
P. C. My Lite, my Dearel(t part ! 
Princeſs C. Why Sighs my Lord ? 
What have I done Sir, thus to diſcompole you ? 
P.C. Nothing,' | | 
Princeſs C. Ah Sir, there is a Grief within, 
And you wou'd hide it from me. 
P. C. Nothing my Chartres, nothing here but Love. 
Princeſs C. Alas, my Lord, you hide that Secret from me, 
Which I muſt know or think you never lov'd me. 
P.C. Ah Princeſs! that you lov d-but halt fo well ! 
Princeſ; C. I have it then, you think me Criminal, 
And tax my Honour--. | 
P. C. Oh forbid it Heaven--- 
But ſince you preſs me Madam, let me ask you, 
Why when the Princeſs led you to the Altar, 
Why cak'd the Tears upon your Bloodlefs Face ? 
Why figh'd you when your hand was claſp'd with mine ? 
As it your Heart, your Heart refusd to joyn. 
Princeſs CG. Ah Str: / , | 
P. C. Behold, you're daſh'd with the remembrance ; 
Why when my Hopes were fierce, and Joys grew ſtrong, 
Why were you carn'd like a Coarſe along ? 
When like a Victim by my hde you lay, 
Why did you Gaſp, why did you Swoon away ? 
ſi 
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PCca —— 
You have a Soul ſo open and fo clear, 
That if there be a Fault it muſt appear, 

Princeſs C. Alas you aze not skill'd in Beauties cares, 
For Oh! when once the god his Wrath declares 5 | 
| An 


The Privy of Cleve: 
And Stygian Oaths have wing'd the bloody Dart, 
To make its paſlage thro the Virgins —_— 
She hides her Wound, and haſting to the Grove, 
Scarce whiſp'ring to the Winds her conſcious Love. 
The touch of him ſhe loves ſhe'll not endure, 
But Weeps and Bleeds, and ſtrives againſt the Cure : 
So judge of me when any Grief appears, 

Believe my Sighs are kind, and truſt my Tears. , 

P. C. Vaniſh my Doubts, and Jealouſics be gon--- 

On thy lov'd Boſom let me break my Joy, 

O only Sweets that Fill,but never Cloy : 

And was it, was it only Virgins fear ? 

Bur ſpeak for ever and Pll ever hear. 

Repeat, and let the Ecchoes deal it round, 

While liſPning Angels bend to catch the Sound 

Nay, Sigh and Weep, drain all thy precious Store, 

Be kind, as now, and Þll complain no more. [ Exit. 

Princeſs C, Was ever Man ſo worthy to be lov'd, 

So good, ſo gentle, ſoft a Diſpoſition, 

As if no Gaul.had mixt with his Creation : 

So tender and ſo fearful to diſpleaſe, 

No barbarous Heart but thine wou'd ſtop his entrance; 

But thou Inhumane baniſht him from his own. 

And while the Lordly Maſter lyes without, [ Enter Iren. 

Thou Trait'refs, Rioteſts with a Thief within. 
Iren. Ah Madam, what new Griet! 
Princeſs C. Alaſs Iren, 

Thou Treaſurer of my thoughts-— 

What ſhall I do? how ſhall I chaſe Nemonrs, 

That Robber, Raviſher of my Repole? 

Iren, For the great care you wiſh, may I enquire 
Whether you think the Duke inſenſible, 
Indifferent to the reſt of Woman-kind? 

Princeſs; C. I muſt confeſs I did not think him fo 
Tho now I do--- But wou'd give halt my Blood 
To think him otherwiſe--- 

ren. Without the Expenſe, 

[There take your wiſh,---a Lettex which he dropt 


In 


4 The Princeſs of Cleve. 
In the Tennis-court, given the Queen Dauphin 
By her Page, and ſent to you to read for your Divertion, 
Princeſs C. Alas! Iren--- 
Why trembles thus my Hand, why beats my Heart 2 
But let us Read--- 
Reads--- 


Your affeftion has been divided betwixt me and another, you 
are Falſe-—a Traytor to the true(t Love---never ſte me more— 

Princeſs C. Ah 'tis too plain, thought as much before; but Oh ! 
we are t00 apt to excule the faults of thoſe we love, and fond of 
our own undoing. 
Support me Oh to bear this dreadful pang, 
This ſtab to all my gather'd Reſolution. 

Jren. Read it agen, and calt Revenge to aid you. 

Princeſs C. Perhaps he makes his boaſt too of the Conqueſt, 
For Oh! my Heart he knows too welly my Paſſion 
But as thou haſt inſpir'd me, I'll revenge 
The Affront, and caſt him from my Poyſon'd Breaſt, 
To make him room that merits all my thoughts. 

| Enter the Prince of Cleve ma 

P. C. Madam there is a Letter falln w- accident into your 
hands—my Friend comes in behalf of the Fidaz: of Chartres to 
retricve it, when | am diſmifs'd from the King-my Lord, Il wait 
you here again. 

Nemw. My Lord— | 

P. C. Not a ſtep further. Exit P.C. 

Nem. Madam, 1 come moſt humbly to ire, whether the 
Dauphin Queen ſent you a Letter which the Fidaw loſt > 

Princeſs C. Sir, you had better 
Find the Queen Dauphin out, tell her the trath, 


* For ſhe's inform'd'the Letter is your awn. 


Nem. Ah Madam ! I have nothing to-confeſs 
In this A:iZair—or it 1 had, beheve me; 
Believe thele Sighs that will not be kept in, 
I ſhou'd not tcll it to the Dauphin Qaeen. 
But to the purpoſe; Know my Lord of Ghartres 
Receiv'd the Note you ſaw, from Madam-Tournern, 
A former Miſtreſs—But rhe Secret's this— 


© _-__ 


The Princeſs of Cleve. Tc 
The Siſter of our Herry long has lov'd him. 
Princeſs C.I thought the roy me her for Savoy. 
Nem. True Madam, bat the Yidam is beloy'd ; 
In ſhort, he dropt the Letter, and defir'd, 
For fear of her he loves, that I wou'd own its 
I promis'd too to trace the Buſineſs for him, 
And if *twere poſlible, regain the Letter. 
Princeſs C. TheVidam then has ſhewn but ſinall Diſcretion, 
Being engag'd fo high— 
Why did he not burn the Letter ? 
em. But Madam, ſhall I dare prefume to ſay, 
'Tis hard to be in Love and to be wiſe ? 
Oh did you know like him—like him! Like me, 
What *tis to languiſh in thoſe reſtleſs Fires. 
Princeſs C. Iren, Iren, reſtore the Duke his Letter. [ Exter Ire 
Nem. Madam, You've bound me ever to your Service, 
But I'll retire and ſtudy to repay, 
It ought but death can quit the Obligation. [Exit. 
Princeſs C. O 'tis too much, I'm loſt, I'm loſt agen— 
The Duke has clear'd himſelf, to the confuſion 
Of all my ſett!'d Rage, and vow'd Revenge; 
And now he ſhews more lovely than before : 
He comes agen to wake my — Paſlion, 
Fo rouze me into Torture 3 O the Racks 
Of hopeleſs Love ! it ſhoots, it glows, it burns, 
And thou alas! ſhalt ſhortly cloſe my Eyes. 
Jren. Alas! you're pale already. 
Princeſs C. Oh Iren— 
Methinks I ſee Fate ſet two Bowls before me, 
Poyſon and Health, a Husband and Nemours + 
But fee with what a whirl my Paſſtons move, 
I loath the Cordial of my Husband's Love 3 
But when Nemours my Fancy does recal, 
The Bane's fo ſweet that I cou'd drink it all. 


A 


Finis Aftus Prime. 
A&A. 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 
ACT II SCENE I 


Tournon, La March. 


Tour. works, my Dear, it works beyond belief, 
The Letter which he loſt has ſprung a Mine 
That ſhatters all the Court, each Jealous Dutcheſs 
Concludes her Man concern'd, and ſtrait employs 
A Confident to fmd the Myltery out. 
But that which takes the Queen, and makes me dye 
With Pleaſure, is, that Margzerite thinks 
Spite of the Imprecations of Nemonrs, 
The Letter ſent to him— 
La M. I ſee 'em move this way. 
Tour. Haſt to St. Andre's Palace, watch their Wives,till [Iappear— 
I have promis'd Nemours an Afternoon Afſlignation with 'em in 
Luxemburg Garden, but I will antedate the bus'neſs as he is wait- 
ing, and ſet Margzerite upon him juſt as he meets *'em, which will 
heighten the deſign 3 be gone while I attend the busneſs here— 
[ Exit La March. 
Exter Marguerite, Nemours, 
Mare. Away, you have combin'd to ruine me, [ The Vidam. 
You have confpir'd the Death of her you hate; 
But tellme, Oh! conteſs and Il forgive thee ; 
Say it was thine, nay, look not on the Vida, 
There ts Diſcourſe in Eyes, Conſent, Denial, 
All underſtood by looks, fay it was thine, 
Confeſs, and lay this Tempeft with a word. 
Not yet? why then [Hl have it in deſpite 
Of thee and him, Ill ſell my Soul to Hell, 
If Woman can be worth the Devil's purchaſe, 
After ſhe has been blown upon by Man ; 
That I way tell thee, as I fink for ever, 
Thoa haſt been Falle. 
New. You have heard me more than once 
Afﬀfirm, the Vidam (if you'll give him leave) 
Will own it to your Face. 


he Princeſs of Cleve. 7 
The Siſter of our Herry long has lov'd him. 
Princeſs C. I thought the King intended her for Savoy. 
Nem. True Madam, bat the Fidam is belovid ; 
In ſhort, he dropt the Letter, and defir'd, 
For fear of her he loves, that I wou'd own it; 
I promis'd too to trace the Buſineſs for him, 


And it 'twere poſlble, in the Letter. 
Princeſs C. The Vidame then has ſhewn but ſmall Diſcretion, 
Being d ſo high— 


engag” 
wW- did > not burn the Letter ? 
em. But Madam, ſhall I dare preſume to fay, 
'Tis hard to be in Love and to be wiſe ? 
Oh did you know like him—like him! Like me, 
What 'tis to languiſh in thoſe reſtleſs Fires. 
Princeſs C. Iren, Iren, reſtore the Duke his Letter. [ Emer Iren. 
Nem. Madam, You've bound me ever to your Service, 
But I'1I retire and ſtudy to, repay, | 
If ought bur death can quit the Obligation. [ Exit. 
Princeſs C. O 'tis too much, I'm loſt, I'm loſt agen— 
The Duke has clear'd himlelf, to the confulion 
Of all my ſettl'd Rage, and vow'd Revenge 3 
And now he ſhews more lovely than before : 
He comes agen to wake my ing Paſhon, 
To rouze me into Torture ; O the Racks 
Of hopeleſs Love ! it ſhoots, it glows, it burns, 
And thou alas! ſhalt ſhortly cloſe my Eyes. 
Iren. Alas! you're pale already. 
Princeſs C. Oh Iren— 
Methinks I ſee Fate ſet two Bowls before me, 
Poyſon and Health, a Husband and Nemours 5 
But ſee with what a whirl my Paſſions move, 
I loath the Cordial of my Husband's Love 3 
But when Nemours my Fancy does recal, 
The Bane's fo ſweet that I cou'd drink it all. 


Fins Aftus Prima. 
D ACT 


The Princeſs of Cleve: 


ACT IL SCENE L 


Tournon, La March. 


Tour. FT works, my Dear, it works beyond belief, 
TheLetter which he loſt has ſprung a Mine 
That ſhatters all the Court, cach Jealous Dutcheſs 
Concludes her Man concern'd, and (trait employs 
A Confident to find the Myſtery out. 
But that which takes the Queen, and makes me dye 
With Pleaſure, is, that Marguerite thinks 
pite of the Imprecations of Nemours, 
e Letter (ent to him— 
La M. 1 ſee 'em move this way. 
Torr. Haſt to St. Andre's Palace, watch their Wwes,till Iappear— 
I have promis'd Nemours an Afternoon Aſlignation with 'em in 
Lax Garden, but I will antedate the bus'neſs as he is wait- 
mg, and ſet Marguerite upon him juſt as he meets 'em, which will 
heighten the deſign 3 be gone while I attend the busneſs here— 
[Exit La March, 


Enter Nemours, Marguerite. 


Nem. You have heard me more than once 
affirm, the Vidam (if you'll give him leave) 
Will own it to po Face. 

- Hear, him Heav'n $ 


[Nemours beckens the Vidam, they fteal off. 


Enter Tournon- 


Tow. Madain, the Duke has taken you at your word, and is gone 
with the Vidam: I made bold to- over-hear part of your Diſcourſe, be- 
pruee I have more of his Infidelity to tell you———Berwixt one and two 

Laxemburg Garden he has appointed Ladies—— 


Marg.. 


bs 
hour, T'l in 1 to the where, 
your Fg $98 tothe Place, where, 
Meets to en 


Jaare abentr Calif I can conquer this riſing Spleen— 
me 
or hereabous—— 


put on 2 Diſguiſe 3 fail not——— 


the Prince, 


ill 


W 
wn then, proud Heart, oman, down, I'll try, | 
I'll do'r, I've (worn, to my Will or dye. Exeunt. 


SCENE IL 
St. Andre, Poltrot, Bellamore. 


Bel. \ x Ul Coen ood Morrow, and remember my Counſe). 
Pol. What, to bear our ſelves like Menof Witand Senſe, 
Snub our Wives, Rally 'em, and be as Witty as the Devil? ; 

St. 4. With all my heart, ris not my time of Aflignation yer with my 
Dutcheſles, and this is very Faſhionable. 


Bel. I've put you in the way—And fo good Morrow. . [Extt. 
Pol. They come, they come, [Enter Elianor 4nd Celia. 
Walk by 'em, take no notice, and Repeat Verſes. 
TR a - e : ey h 
anting and Breathleſs, languithi ye, 
She ſeem'd to live, and yet the ſeem'd to Dye. 
St. 4. I grow ſick of the Wife—Prithe Poltrot let's go. 
Pol. Whither thou wilt, ſo we get ridof 'em——Z life I am as weary 
of mine, as a Modiſh Lady of her old Cloaths 
Gel. What does the Maggot bire, you muſt be jogging from this place 
of little Eaſe? yer 1 am reloly'd to know fone rent, why a Wife may 
not be as good Company as a Wench.. | 
Pal. Prithe Spouſe—— do not provoke me, for I'm ia the Witty Vein, 
and [hall Repartee thee to the Devil. 
D a El, Pray, 


= on cn ele i eee _- — ——_— 
— — —— . _ —— 
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EL Pray, St. Andre, leave trifing your Curls, your affedted Nods, 
Grimaces, takivg of Snuff, and'an{yer me—— Why are we not as plea- 


t. 4. Why, Nell——Gad 'tis ſpecial ——T his Amerum is very pur 
gent—— Why,NelL1 can give no more reaſon for my change of humour, 
than for the turning of a Weather-cock z only this, ' I love Whoring, 
becauſe I love Whoring. py 

Pol. Nay, ſince you provoke us, know I can give a reaſon 5 we run 
afcer Whores, becauſe you bar us from 'em——As ſome take pleaſure 
to goa Deer-ſteeling that have fine Parks of their own——Gad, an4 
there I was with her——This itch of the Blood, Sponſe, is nothing bur 
a Spice of the firſt grear Jile vour Grand-mother Eve z we long for the 
Fruit, becauſe it is forbidden. 

St. 4. Nay, that's not all, for Miſſes are really more pleaſant than a 
Wiſe can be, Probatum ef, A Wile dares not aſſume the Liberty of 
pleafing like a Mib, for fear of being thought one. A Wife may pretend 
to dutiful affeicn, and buſtle below, but muſt be Rill/zt night. "Tis 
Miſs alore inay be allow'd Flame and Rapture, and all-char 

Gel. Yet how do you know, but a Wite may have Flame and Rapture, 
and all that - _ 

Pol. 'Tis impoſſible, 'tis the Nature of a Wife to be as cold as 2 


Stont ——— There's Slap Daſh for you 
Gel. Yet cut of a Stone a Man of Senſe wou'd ftrike Fire: There's 
Sp Dol for you 
Will you be Conſtant to us, if we make ir a own 


by your 

Confeſſion, that we can pleaſe as well as the fubtt She that ever 
charm'd you? 

St. A. Till which Miracle come to paſs, fince 'twas your own Propo- 
fition, I Sr, Andre and thou Eltancr come not between a pair of Sheets — 

E. How ſhou'd they know then ? 

Pol. Nor 1 Antony with thee Gelia. 

E/. But we hope you are not in earneſt, you cannot be fo Inhumane. 

C:l. 'Tis a Curie beyond all Curſes, to have a Man that can and will 
not; 'tis worſe than — Fool, or leading che Blind. 

EL To Marry and live thus, is to be like Fiſh in Froſty Weather, 
have Water, but pine for want of Air. 

Cel. Yet, who knows but Heav'n may ſend ſome Kind Good Man. 
that in meer pity may break the Ice, and give us a Breathing ? 

El. Can you be ſo hard-hearted ? 

Po!. Come Bully, let's away, for fear we (hou'd melt y, look ye Spouſes 
of ours, if our Wernches prove ill-humour'd, we'il come back to you. 

St. 4. Agreed, rather than grow Ruſty let our Wives File us 
But I chank Heav'n 'tis not come. to that yet—There's no ſach wanr, 


uf 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 21 


I'll have you to know Al, there'sno Woman can relilt me if ſhe wou'd, 
no Dutcheſs ſcapes me, if I make it my bus'nes ro compals her. - 
Pol. Any Man of Wit and Senſe like us , Charms all Women, as 
one Key unlocks all Doors at Court—— Nay, V1! fay a bold word for 
my-(elf, Turn me to the | Sbhrow that ever Bir or Scratch'd, if I 
do not make her feed out of my hand like a tame Pidgeon, may I be 
condemna'd to lye with my Wite. | hp gs 

Eli. Fleſh and Blood can endure no longer, you are the vaineſt lying 
Fellows that ever liv'd, you compals a Dutcheſs —— There's not a Foot- 
man but wou'd ſhame you. 

St. 4. Z' Death and Fury, if they ſhou'd try 

Gl, You piciful, ſacaking, raſcally Cuckold, countenanc'd Scoundrels, 
that dare Beipatter Ladies of Honour thus For Keaven ſake whac 
ay gm how on you —__ _ we y ae yn Bogan in I 
nis-Courts, Taverns, Eatiog-hou way- w you quarre 
in Driak for your Trulls, _ while you Manfully Fighe their Cauſe; 
they run away with your Hats and Belts 

/;, Then 1 0a come home, and ſwear you'll be reveng'd o8 this Lord, 
or that Duke, that aſſaulced you ſingle, with all his Foor men. 

Gel. And, (ays my Gentleman, it I had nat been the moſt Skillful 
Perſon alive, my Body had been by this time like an Old-fathion'd Suir, 
Pink'd all over, and full of Het-holes. 

Eli, But did he not diſarm my Lord at laſt ? 

Cel. By all means, and made him beg his Life. 

9 —_ When indeed he compounded with. che Coaltable for his own. 
ibercy. 

Gel. You Perſons of Quality —— What Perſon of Honour wou'd keep 
company with ſuch Debauches? Z'life Madam, an Orange-wench is above 


their Ambition. 
and the poor 


El:. An Orange-wench ! If they can but run in her debe 
Creature come ing 'em to their ings, they'll! Swear they lay 
with her, when they dare not be known that are within. 

Cel. Sometimes lye Lolling upon a long Scarf inthe Play-houſe, ralk- 
ing loud and ——_—. Swear at night they had the prettieſt thing 
juſt come out of the Country. | 

Eli, And wiſh them(elves Damo'd if ſhe did not (mell of the Graf. 

Cel. Whenin truth 'ewas ſome diſguis'd Bawd, that met-'em there ac- 
cording to tion. 

Pol. Heark you Potipbar's Wite of mine, by Pharaoh's lean Kine-thou: 
ſhalc ſtarve for this. ; 

St. 4. And for thee Acl!——Mark me, thou ſhalt Dream and be tor- 
mented with Imagination, like one that having drunk hard is thirſty in 
I he, dreamsof Veſlels brim-fall, and drinks and drinks, vet never 
is tixhed 


Pol. 
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. Pol For ,1'l ſerve my Damn'd Wife as Tantabu was punilh'd 
the Fruit thall « ber Line, which ite hall never WY 
| unt 


the World's come to a fine paſsz if this be Marrying, 
| Men take Wives now as they ſaatch up a 
Gazette, look it over and then fling it by. | 
ft They us in a day or two, or if np Boer he over agen, 'ris 
only to rub up Remembrance commonly they fall aſleep 

Li What's to be done Child ? for rather than live thu —— 

j— —_ han live mo Rs 

[ w olds are chin | 

G:1. Perhaps Nev ch/nk Yo have no ſuch ching 3% Fleſh 2nd Blood 
aboye ws, bur we'll make "em know, a young Woman in the flour of 
ber Age, isnot like painted Fruit in 2 Glals, only to be look'd on 
Perhaps you are a more Contemplative Perſon, and will go farther aboar. 

Eli, What, Dear Rogue, doſt think 1 will lezve thee ? by this KiG 


not I. 

Cel. Thus then we'll flip on long Scarfs, and black Gowns, put on Masks, 
and ramble about. ' 

Eli, Rare Rogue, ler me Kiſs thee agen Certainly Intrigueiog is 
the plealanteſt mou of Lifez ro meet a Gallant abroad in a mers 
Evening, and Laugh away an hour or two in a Garden Bower, where 
pw gy dm nor no body knows, methiaks 'tis fo pretty and harmle(s, 
Lord, how ic works in my Fancy —— 

Cl, We muſtrell Madam Tournon by all means 

Eli, I believe ber Secrer, and know her very good Natur'd z but for 
all chac, methinks the has the Cant of a refin'd Horence Bawd 


Enter Tournoo. 


Cel. The better for our purpole, ſhe comes as wiſh'd. 

Tour, Dear Precious Rolebuds your Servant, now for all the Werld 
ou look as you were New-blown; and how do ye my pretty Primroles? 
tis a whole day finceI ſaw1e. 

Gel. Oh Madam! we have a Suit to your Laditt ip. 

Tour, I grant it whateer it bez (peak my Hyacinth, 

Eli. Our are worle than ever. 

Gel. They uſe us as if we hadneicher Beauty nor Portion. 

Tour. What's this I hear? O Ingrate and Ignoble ! Rerenge your ſelves 
Sweetings—— Tis time to pule and pur Finger in Eye, when you are 
palt Propagation. Bur my Lady-birds yew are in your Prime, let me 
rouch your delicate Hands-——— Well; 2nd do noc theſe humid Palms 
claim a Man —=— Nay, and your Breaſts, Lord! Lord! how (woll'n 
and hard they are, how they heave and pant now, by Cynthia, as if they 
were 


The'Princeſs of Cleve; 23 
were ready to d thaw oy _——_aand oem , GR 


od 
we Joly — EST | 
Tow. Do Violer?- why do as We ne oatle ebap Time, 
catch him by the: Forelock, get a Man to your mind } acquainc 
Five ken Spore — He bas Exe car wil - he ke a Lions an 
e like a Sparrow ——He yes a5 black as Slows, you can y 
look on 'em, and a Skin fo whice—and. ſoft as Sartin with the Graia : 
And for thee Tulip ——- 
Cl. For me Madam ! 
Towr. For thee Hony-Suckle, fuch a Man, well, I ſhall never forget 
him, fuch a trait bole of a Body, ſuch a Trunk, fuch a ſhape, fauch a 
quick [trength, he will over any thing he can lay kishand on, and Vaules 


wo Admiration- 

Ef But Madam, will you provide us on Occalion——- 

Tour dg pre Fri dyny ine Farng: t Glaſſes 
Gbizs Di Diſhes, Silver Tables Silver Stands, and Silver And 
GE 


7 ney eg bue minds the das'nck, ; 
me your m ? 
and.-For a err: Lover ikea Ganchary&it White Powdergdoes 
mt but makes no noile. 

Gel. Well, and let me rell you that's the Point, Madam —— 

Tour, Ay, and 'tis a Precious Poinr, a Feeling Poine , and 2 Pleaſing 
Point z you ſhall know him, _—o_ Bob L ſhall dye if yoa don't 
know hin—Heba the fling of a Gentleman. 

= Madam, how's that? © | 

hy thus Apricock—lInto your Arms, then- ſtops your Mouth: 
with 3 Joao rong Engliſh Ki, that you can't be angry- with him for 
ar I know Gang Coma way——BÞat Il aflure you if he 
ſhould ſerve me (©, ——— riſe at'/him. =o 
Br hon tn 7 ne he nine CRATER 
way, w 
with his Particular ——— Well, for my , my Twins of aty, I 


an infinite Value on their z- nay, 
nant inn nn, \o be oblig's by chem, 0-00 .100 be bi 


hs as, A Madam, arethey in being—— CAP ITY 
I 


reſt for al on ue own mg mp you cut 2 pure Juicy Orgs ,——ngrng 
runs over—— Lord! now it comes in m Cn ifyou 
My 


now going to take a View of 'em in Luxemburg wW 
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leaſe to walk, they ſhall Sun themſelves in your Smiles—Come my 
Carnations, nay, I proteſt I will not go before ye. 
C:L Bur, Madam, we're at home. ag J 
Tour. O Lord, Beauties! 1 know not the way. 
El:. Indeed Madam you muſt—— or we ſhall uſe Violence—— 
Tew. Well Ladies, tis your command, I dare not but oo 
a, 


SERENE ITY 


Nemonrs, ' Bellamore. 


New, T"Hou Der Soſt Rogue, my Spouſe, my Hepheftion, ry Ga- 
nymed, nay, if I dye to night my Dukedom's thine 
art thou ſore the Printeſs'of withdraws here after Dinner —— 

Bell. One of her Women whom 1 have Debauch'd, tells me 'tis her 
Cuſtomz you may flip into the Cloſer and over-hear all, and yer me- 
thinks 'ris hard, becaule the Prince of Glewe loves you as his Life. 

WNew. ] (av'd his Life, Sweer-hearr, when he was aſſaulted by a mi- 
ſtake in the dark, and.ſhall he grudge me a little Fooling with his Wite, 
tor {o ſerious an Obligation ? 
A Pox upon him, here comes the Vidam with his fowre Morals —— 

goin certain I like her——She's very pretty, and Towr non (balljhelp 
me to her | 

Nw. In Love, by my Lechery—Ay, and ſhe ſhall help thee to her— 
But who, but who 1s't my Manof Principles —— 

Vid. To tell your Grace, I am fure wereto be a Man of none for my 
ſelf——You that are the Whores Ingrofler ——Let me ſee—— There's 
Tow## your Ubiquitary Whore, your Bawd, your Bawd Barber or 
Bawd Surgeon, for you're ever under her and the Plaiſters y 
every day with new Wenches- —Then there's your Domeſtick 1 er- 
magant—Elianor and Glia, with ſomething new in Chaſe—— Why you 
ourdo Crſar himſelf in your way, and dittate to more Whores at once 
than he did ro Knaves-— Believe me Sir, ina little time you'll be nick'd 
the Town-Bull. ; 

Nem, Why there's the difference berwixt my Senſe and yours z wou'd 
an Br Ebog ry mg yn nn hy ney Aru 

ove p in thy Face—— , how now 
_ Devil has turn'd thee Grave, the Devil of Love, or the Devil of 


Eavy? 
Vs. Friendſhip, mere Friendſhip and care of your Soul z I thought ic 
dut juſt, to cell you the whole Town takes notice of your way. 


F 
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Nem. Why then the whole Town does me wrong, _ becauſe T take no 
notice of theirs y thus rother night I was in company With two or three 
well-bred Fops, that found faule with my Obſcenity, and proteſted 
"Twas ſuch a way Why 'ris the way of ye all, only you ſneak with 
it under your Cloks like Taylors and Barbersz and I, as a Gentleman 
ſhow'd do, walk with it in my hand. For prithee obſerve,” does not 
your Prieſt che (ame thing ? did not I fee Father Patrick decliiming 
againſt Fleſh in Let, ſtrip up to the Elbows and telling che Congre- 

tion he had ear nothing but Fiſh cheſe eweney years, yet proceſt to the 
adies, that Fat Arm ot his, which was a chopping vac, was the leaſt 
Member about him? | 

Bell. Faich, and it may be fo too. 

Nem. Does not your Politician, your little great Man of bus'nefs, that 
ſers the World wy 1 by the Ears, after all his Plotting, ging 
and Sweating at Lying, retire to ſome licthe Punk and untap at Night ? 

Vid. I ſubmit co the weight of your Reaſons, and confels the whole 
World does you lojuſtice, w I judge ic fit chat chey bring your 
Grace their Wives and to make you amends. 

Nem. Why now thou talk'ſt like an honeſt Fellow, for never let 
busneG Flatter thee Frank into Nonſenſe : Women are the (ole Plea- 
fure of the World nay. has rather part with my whole Eſtate, Healch 
and Senſe,chan loſe an of my Love I was Cother day ar a pretty 
Re ins Phers La terre ee 

"ring, why Women into Plays z 1 as gravely ( 
the World was not made without 'em 3 he full Pop apon _— 
Sir, it had been berrer if it had — 

Fid. And then no doube a gloomy Smile aroſe—— 

New. Theſe are your Rogues, Frank, that wou'd be thought Cri- 
ticks, that are never pleas'd with ſomething new, as they call ic, 
juſt, proper,and never as men ſpeak z you're out of the wzy,men that hate 


us with a way —— 
« Bel Bar after all this they'll run you down, and Gay your Grace is no 


holar—— 

Nem. Why, Faith, nor wou'd be, if Learning muſt wrench a Man's 
Head quite round z [ underſtand my a —— and 
ſome others juſt as I do Women, not to be marri bs a, 2 og 
my turnz what's good in 'em never (capes me, but as tor Points and 
Tags, for which thoſe ſolemn Fops are to be valued, 1 flight 'em, nor 
wou'd remember 'em if I cou'dy, for he that once to Jingling, ren 
ch; gets it out nd Ts he 0s—2_ _ 

, eave me to my ; awrnen out, my Vidam, 
did her remeniber the Handkercher—Away, thou art coacern'd in the 
bus'neſs, therefore away. CExeunt Vid. Belk 


E Emer 
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Enter the Princeſi of Cleve, Irene. 


Nem. She comes, ye Gods, with what a pompous State ; 
The Scars and all Heav'ns Glozies on her wait, 
Thar's out of the way to0——But now for my Cloſer. 
Princeſs G. No, no, 1 thee pity me no longer, 
Bur on the Earth let us conſule our Woes : 
For Earth I (tall be ſhortly 4 fac and hear me, 
While on thy Faithful Boſom thus I lean 
My akeing Head, and breath my cruel Sorrows. 
lren. Speak Madam, (peak, — be frungle if contain'd-— 
Prixce(s G. As lace 1 la upon 2 flow ry Y 
My Head a little heav'd Sd the Verge, 
To look my Troubles in the Rocklels Stream, 
I ſlept, and dreamt 1 ſaw 
The boſom of the Flood unfold x 
I ſaw the Naked Nymphs ten Fathom down, 
With all the Cryſtal Thrones in their Green Courts below, 
Where in their buce Arms Nemoars appear'd : 
His Head reclin'd, and {woll'n as he were drown'd, 
While each kind Goddeſs dew'd his Senſelefs Face 
With Nedctars drops to bring back Life in vain : 
When on a ſudden « [Sy © 
—_—_ 4 
rgive me Honour, — Love ve me, 
Pe Ls ain 
ins, wimming 0 
To which my Bridal Night with Glewe was = oil 


Enter the Prince of Cleve. 


hen. Behold him, Madam. 

P. C. Ha | my Ghartres — How — 
Why on the Earth ? 

Princeſs G. Becauſe, my Lord, it (vits 
The humble prone of my {ad Condition , 

P. G. Thete Starts agenny but why thy ſad Condition ? 
O riſe and tell me why this Melancholy 
Why fall choſe Tears > Why heaves this Boſom thus ? 
Nay, { muſt then conſtrain thee with my Arms. 
Is't poſſible ?- does then thy load of Grief 
—_— Gou can(t not ſpeak for Sighing—— 

Ghartres, Ghartres ! then thou didſt but footh me, 


CExr. 


CRike 


here 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 27 
There is ſome cauſe, roo frightful robe told, 
And thou haſt learne the art too to difſemble, 
Princeſi G. O Heavens ! diſſemble when I rip my Soul, 
Shew it all bear, and trembling to your view z þ 
Can you ſuſpet me Sir, for a Diſſembler? 
P. C. By all my Hopes, Doubts, Jealouſies and Fears, 
I know not what to think, I think thou ſhow'f?t 
Thy inmoſt Gong and now I think thou doſt nor. 
I think there is a Boſom ſecret ſtill, 
And have a dawn of it through all thy Folds 
That hide it from my view : O truſt me Cleve! 
Truſt me whate'er it bez I love thee more 
Than thou lov'ſt help for that which thus inthrauls thee. 
Truſt thy Dear Husband,O let looſe the = 
That makes thee droop, though it ſhou'd be my death ! 
By thy dear (elf I']l welcome it to caſe thee: 
Princeſs C.Thou beſt of all thy Kind, why ſhou'd you rack me, 
Who dare not, cannot ſpeak—\No more but this, 
Take me from Pars from the Court. 
P. G. Ha, Ghartres, how | 
What from the Court of Pars, why ? 
Princeſs G. Becauſe—my Mothers Death-bed Counſel fo adviſed me, 
Becauſe the Court has Charms, becauſe 1 love 
A Grotto beſt,becauſe 'tis beſt for you 
And me, and 8ll the World. 
P. GC. Becauſe, O Heaven! 
Becauſe there is ſome curſed Charm at Court 
Which you love better than me and all the World. 
The Reaſon's plain, for which you wou'd remove, 
To loſe the Mem'ry of ſome lawleſs Love. 
7 2 * C. Why then am I detain'd, if that's your fear ? 
P.C. It is, itought, and ſhall, and Oh ! you muſt 
Confels this horrid Falſhood to my Face. 
Princeſs G. Never, my Lord, never confels a Lye, 
By Heav'ns I love your Life above my own. 
P. C. Not that, not that, ſpeak home and fly not wide, 
Swear by thy ſelf, thou dearly purchas'd Pleafure, 
Swear by thoſe Chaſter Sweets thy Mother left thee ; 
Swear that thy Soul, which cannot hide a Treaſon, 
Prefers me ev'n to all the World 3 Hold Precious, 
Swear that thou lov'ſt him more—And only lov'it him, 
And in ſuch Senſe as not to love another. 
Princeſs G. Ah, Sir | why will or ſink me to your Feet, 
Where I muſt lye and groan my = away? _ 
2 
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P. C. Speak Chartres, Speak, nor let the name of Husband 
Sound Terror to thy Soul; for by my hopes 
Ot Paradice, howe'er thou uſeſt me 
I am thy Creature, till ro make and mould me 
Thy cringing crawling Slave, and will adore 
The that kills me 

Princeſs G. O you are too good ! 
And I muſt never hope for —_ 
I cou'd excuſe itz but my Lord I will not. 

Know then—1 cannot ſpeak. 
P. G. Nor I by Heav'n. 

Princeſs C. 1 Love. 

P.C. Goon. 

Princeſs G. 1 love you as my Soul: 

P, C. Ha-—Bat the reſt. 

Princeſs G. Alas, alas, I dare not——— 

P. GC. Why then farewel for ever —— 

Princeſs G. Stay and take it—— 

Take the extreameſt Pang of tortur'd Vertue, 
Take all, I love, I love thee Gleve as Life; 
Bur Oh ! I love, I love another more—— 

P. GC. Oh Ghartres! Oh— 

Princeſs G. wi did you.rack me then ? 
You were reſolv'd, and now you have it all. 

P. GC. All Chartres) All! y, can there then be more ?- 
Bur riſe, and know I by this Kiſs forgive thee. ! 
Thou haſt made me wretched. by the proof 
Of perfe&t Honour that. e'er flow'd from Woman. 

But crown the miſery which you have begun, 
And let me know who 'tis you wou'd avoid, 
Who is the happy man that the power 

To burn that Heart which I coa'd never warm. 

Princeſs G. Forgive me Sir, in this Prudence commands 
Ecernal lence —— 

P, C. Ha! if filentnow, 

Why didſt thou ſpeak at all? If here thou Rop'ſt 
I ſhall conclude that which I choughe thy vertue, 
A ſtare of paſſion which thou cou'dſt nor hide, 
And now Vexation gnaws thy guilty Soul 

With a too lateRepentance for confeſſing 


name—— 
Princeſs G. You ſhall not know it——Yes my Lord, 
Now a too late Repentance tears my Soul, 


Agd tells me I have done amiſs to truſt you; 
Yet 
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Yet by my hopes of eaſe at laſt by Death, 
I (wear my Love has never yer appear'd 
To an but you— 
P.G. vu not my Ghartres, for howe'er my Tongue- 
Upbraid thy Fame, my Heart ſtill worſhips thee, 
And by the Blood that chills me round—1 ſwear 
From this ſad Moment, L1I n&er urge thee more 3 
All that I beg of thee, is not to hate me. 
Princeſi G. The ſtudy of my Life 01 all be to love you. 
P, G. Never, Oh never | I were mad to hope it, 
Yet thou ſhalt give me leave to fold thy hand, 


To preſs it with my Lips, to ſigh upon it, 
And'wath it with NS 
Princeſs G. 1 cannot bear this kindneſs without _ 
P, G. Nay, we will walk and talk ſometimes together, . 
Like Age we'll call to mind the Pleaſures paſt 3 
Pleaſures like theirs, which never ſhall return, 
For Oh! my Ghartres, (ince thy Heart's eſtrang'd, 
The gang thy pany © no more, 
Yet I each night will ſee thee ſoftly laid, 
Kneel by thy fide; and when thy Vows are paid, 
Take one laſt kifs, cer I ro Death retire, 
Wiſh that the Heav'ns had giv'n us equal fire 3 5 
Then figh, it cannot be, and (o expire. Excunt. 


Exter Nemours. 


She Loves, ſhe Loves, and I'm che happy Man, . 

She has avow'd it, all preſident, 

Before her Husbands Face—— 

Ha! but from Love like hers ſuch daring virtue, . 

That like a bleeding Quarry lately chas'd, 

Plunges among the Waves, or turns at Bay, X 
What is there to expect—But— let it come 
The worſt can happ'n, yet 'tis glorious till. 

To bring to ſuch Extreams fo chaſt a mind, 

And charm to love the wiſeſt of her Kind. 


Enter Vidam. 


Ah FVidam! I cou'd tell thee ſuch a Story of ſuch a Friend of mine; 


the oddeſt, prettieſt, out of the way of bus' but thou art ſo flippant 
there's no truſti thee. ' = co 


Vid. | hy the Flag's held out —— 
Nem. 
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Nem. Tournon be Damn'd-+- Know then, but be ſecret, there is a 
Friend of mine belov'd—— Burt by a Soul fo Vertuous, 7 

Vid. That was too much—— 

Nm. "That quite from che method of all Womankind, ſhe told i to 
her Husband. | 

Vid. That's Grange indeed: And how did her Husband like it > 

Nem. Why, after a tedious pathonate Diſcourſe, approved her car- 
riage, and ſwore he lov's her ware than ever; ſo they cry'd and kits'd, 
and went away moſt lovingly ragerher. = 

Vid. Why then ſhe olds him ro rights, nor can he take the Law 
of herz and ['l] be judge by any Bixd in Chriſtendom-—-And ſo my 
Lord farewell, I have bus'nels of my own, and Toarmen waits you——. 

New. But heark you, Frank, I have occalion for you, and mult preſs 
thee, I hope, to no unwellcome Ofhce—only a Second 

Vid. With all my heart, my Lord, the time and place. 

Nem. Juſt now in Luxemburg Garden, berwixt one and two, a Chal- 
lenge from a couple, the ſmarteſt, briskeſt, prettieſt Tilting Ladies —— 

Vid. Your Servant Sir, and as you thrive, let me hear from your Grace, 
and ſo Fate ſpeed your Plow. [ Exit, 


Enter Tournon with Marguerite. 


N-m. And fo Fate (peed your Plow, and you go to that, and I (hall 
te!l you Sir, 'twas not handiomly done, to leave me thus to the Mercy of 
two unrealonable Women at once. | 

Tow. You have him now in view, and ſo I leave you. [Ex:t. Tour. 

Mare. Stand Sir. 

Nem. To a Lady, while I have breath. 

Marg. Wou'd you not fall to a Lady tooif ſhe ſhou'd ask the Favcur ? 

New. Ay, Gad, any pretty Weman may bring meupcn my Knees at 
her pleaſure. 

Mare. O Devil 

New. Prichee my dear ſoft warm Rogue, let thee and I be kind 

Mare. And Kits, you were goiag to lay. 

Mem. Z'Life, how pat the hits me, why thou and I were made for 
one another—Let's try how aur Lips fit. 

Marg. 1s that ycur fitting ? 

Aem, 'Fore Heaven ſhe's wond'rous quick 3 Nay, my Dear, and you 
go to that, I can fit you every way 

Aarg. You are a notarious taker. 

Atm, Anda betcer doer; prithee try. 

Adtarg. As if that were to do now, | 

New. Nay then I'm ture of thee, for never was a Woman mine once, 

but was mine always. 


Marg, 
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Marg. Know then you are 4 heavy flaegiſh Fellow $ butl fee there 
is no more Faith in Man than Woman, | _ 
New. Make a Shittlecork Co Wane heme fe, be 
—_— and by Gad for a day and a night Ll IR any Fel- 
w in endom. 
vere: Come away then and I'll keepcount I warrant you——Maonſter- 
2in 
ou Now is the Devil and [ x Seat 23 ever——1 came my Dear— 
ſor ahem wy what becomes of my other Deary—— Foe whom I "a Prin 
ng dont you come my Dear? | 
Nez There with that ſweet word the cock'd me-- 
Marg. Lord! how you tremble 
= . There the Pan fliſhd—— | | 
18. I'll fer my Teeth in you. | 
New ow I go offi——OMan! © Waman!- Oleth! © Devil! 


Finis Aus Secundi. 


[OE 
— — —— 


— — 


ACT Il SCENE L 


The Vidam., Tournon. 


band-—— What wou'd I give to know her—— Without 
all queſtion Nears is the Perſon belov'd. 
id, Ltd $ plain by his eagerneſs in the Diſcovery, he forc'd me to 
hear him whether I wou'd or no 3 yet-what 1 fo admire in his Te 
is, that for all the former Heat, 1 no ſooner mentioned you, but he 
from it, and run upon another Scent, as if the fir(t had never been. 

Tour, Where Kia ye you find him ? 

Vid. At the Prince(s of CGleve's, and my Heart tells me that's the Lady 
that acquainted her Husband how ſhe was determin'd to make him a 
Cuckoid—lf he pleas'd to give his conſent —— 

Tour. My Judgment, which is moſt Sagacious in theſe Marters, is moſt 
policive in your opinion, for by his whitely caſt, ,che Priace of Gleve 
muſt be che Man fork'd in the Book of Fate——— 

Vid. And.yet 'tis odd, that Nemours of all Men, I ſuch luck 
at this Lottery. * 


Tour. A Woman in Love with another, and confeſs it to her Hus- 


Tour, 
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Tour. O'to chooſe, my Lord! becauſe ſhe's nice and preciſez your 
demure Ladies that are ſo Squob in company, are Devil in 8 crerers 
they are a fort of melancholy Birds, that ne'er peep abroad by day, bur 
they to whit, ro whou it atnighes nay, to my particular knowledge, 
all grave Women love wild Men, and if can but appear civil ar 
-arlt, ny c__—__ <m3z for mark their Language, the Man is a 
handſom Man, if he had but Gracez the Man has Wit, Parts and ex- 
cellent Gifts, if he wou'd but make a right uſe of *'em; why all theſe 
(If 's are bat civil Pimps to a moſt Bawdy concluſion —— But eel deſcry 
.-him wich a Mask —_ 

Vid. You'll remember Sr. Andre's Lady for this Diſcovery. 

Tour. If ſhe be not yours to night, never acquaint me with a Myſtery 


Vid. Not a word to the Duke My Gravity gets me a hank over 
him— Therefore if you cell him of any Love Matters of mine, you muſt 
[never for more Secrets —— | 
Towr. Trouble not your head, but away. [Exit. Vid. 
'So this gets me a Diamond from the Queen,an Embaſſadors Merit at leaſt. 
'Confeſs to her Husband, ont Princels—See, they comes but that 
which ſtartles me, is how a Woman of Aarguerite's Sex can contain all 
this while as the ſeems to do 3 bur perhaps the deſigns to pump him— 
Or has ſome further end, which I muſt learn. 


Ernter Nemours and Marguerite. 


Marg. But did you never promiſe thus before ? 
New. Never —— But why theſe Doubts Thou haſt all the Wit 
-in the World—— Thou know'ſt I love thee withour Proteſtations, why 
then this delay ? | 
Marg. 1 have not convers'd with you an hour, and you are for 
over on: oo Sir, but if you can have patience till the Ball—Oh 
Nem. Patience, I muſt ; bur if it were not for the clog of thy Modeſty, 
we might have been in the third Heav'n by this, and have danc'd at the 
Ball beſide——Ha ! you faint——Take oft your Mask 


Marg. Unhand me, or Bat , cer we part, let me ask you 
a ſerious ions what if you ſhou'd have | up a Devil Incarnate * 
Nem. Why, by your lovigg to go in the dark thus, i make me begin 


to ſuſpect you——— But be a Devil and thou wilt, if we muſt be Dama'd 
together, who can help it 
Marg. | fhallnot hold —— ; : 
New. Yer, now I think on't, thou canſt be no Devil, thou art fo fraid 
.of 2 Sinner ; for you refus'd me juſt now, when I profer'd to (ell my 

delf, and ſeal the Bargain with the beſt of my Blood. _ 
| % 
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Mug. Bat if I bou'd permit you, cou'd you find in your heart to-in- 


gender with a damn'd 
Nom. Yes marry cou or all you wk he queſtion a Grioſhy For 


know, thou bewit ching Creature, [have long'd any thme this ſeven years 
to be the Father of a 

Marg. Fiend, Man---- 

Nem. Befides, adam, doo'e you Tink 8 Fear Devil of yours gag 
my begetting, "Vaud be a cemler ſight in a Houſe, than a or 
a Squirrel? Gad I'd Bells abou his neck, and Glo my. Valet 
ſpruce up his Bruſh T ry Morning as duly as he comb'd m head. 


| Marg. Butis it Ho (for 1 know you have 2 Miſtreſs, a Conve- 
oak ther you con'Slepye bor thr we, who may be 

u » DEns'G, or 2 Devil indeed for ought you know ? 
_ ar = with truth, I muſt anſwer like a Man 
of Honour x Os 0 leave her for thee or any elſe of your Tribe, {6 

they were all like you---- 

- Bur in the name of Reaſon, what is there in us Runners at All, 
that a ife, or 2 Miſtres of that nature, may not poſſeſs with more 


advantage > 
Nem. Why, the freedom Wit and and all ſort of 

well Crnmertadad In a Domeſt Domeſlick he dara no G es os no har 

no Diſcourſe, but of the Cares of this World and its poop 

what we do we do, but ſo dullyy by Cad, Gad, my Thing ask'd me 

when my —_— were down, to h Stuff col Fl Yard Hal = 

now, upon t ve with you at ventures, 

at leaſt oo oe en: FS Ball [Exeunt, 


Exter Tournon. 


Tow. Ha! yonder ſhe loſt him-—-ſee, wha ſhe k 
her ſelf & cloſe-- ur ee Ls March has ſiz'd ber eaand 7 Mos 
will open of it ſelf. 


Re-enter Margaerite with La March. 
Le, M, But have you found him falſe » 


Curls Damnation, 
The Racks tf mms Wis. when her Soul 


Is bawk'd of V wait on his defires. 
Ls M. Why did you leave him fo upon the ſudden ? 
- Becauſe I my move to0 
My - | — = Debye. , 
y grow ful! choak' 
Anda dg Rs bis Armen. = 


Ls M. 


With the laſt Pang of a revengefu! 


let him know--- 


I'll force him to revile me to my face ; 

Then throw the Mask away, and vent my Rage 3 
Tell him he is a Fiend, Devil, Devil, Devil, 

Or what is worſe, a Man---- 


Toxy. I've heard her Rave, and muſt 
To.che ane een, Won BAS has 


FE 

me Dream of nothing but dimpl'd C ; 

ing Bowls, Fems be my Star, and Whoring my 

SD OE EEE SISSY 

my Fops Wives, be quick, t wW: ith thi 

unknown, and the Minute's precious. __ ” ; 
our, 
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| | To, Why, , I have contriv'd ma ſweeteſt Wight ia the World,if 


;I have no, 


pond 

his fleep, and chat her attempeed i 
EE REELES 

door before St. Andre return'd z ſhe not bur he will try 

Re ee Souter when n Pabre riſes, and 
to her, ten toone but ſhe'll be er ge 

Or ſhe wou'd not have bus' There wants but 

Pak wah ber king be Gohe band, wm png tn 


Enter Celia, Elianora Mask'd. Poltrot, Se. Andre following. 


Tour. Step, ſtep aſide, they are the hunt for you, and their Hus- 
= - 4. Abo a while to obſerve, and I'll curn 
you 

St. 4. Ha, Ls, Tones! by my Honour a Prize, let's board 'em. 

Pol. Be not too deſperate my lictle Frigat, for I am, that I am, a 
Furious Man of Honour 

Cel. Now Heav'n defend us, what will ou give us 2 Broad-fide? 

El. Lord! how I dread the Guns of the lower Tire. 

St. 4. Such notable Marks-men too, we never miſs hitting berween 
Wind and Water. 

Gel, Ill Warrant they carry Chain-ſhot z Pray Heav'n they do not ? 


us Siſter ! ; 
pins Yield then, yield quickly, or no Mercy, we have been fo ſhar- 
er'd to day already by two the Þ =; thar we are grown deperms. 
El. But — I that you ſhou'd turn your Revenge 
upon us poor harmleſs Innocents, SG corar wanents you, never ſaw you 


ay 
you Rod deal unkindly with us, 'rwou'd break our Hearts, 
Frntly, | ſo kindly, like little Birds, you 


us in a Cage, or 90.8 by hg HA 
No, —_— your Legs ſhall 


EL 
Pol. 
0-1 
What will you Pinnion our Wings then, and let us hop up and 
down the Houſe ? 
$t.- 4. Not in the Houſe where we live, pretty Soul, for there's two 
ravenons Sow-Cats will Eat you. 


EL Your Wives you mean. 
F 2 Pal. 


Þ 
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>» Something like, two fic pafriog in the 
and to exerei their, ther ſs, Cake x 

"EX Got or bode maps fromy 

St. 4. VIl warrant t Bite from | my jealous Elanor-- 


Pol. And if any Wife in ered Vat rome a Hit of tive I fay 
not much, but that Wife were better be a Widow, 

= But are your Wives handſome and wel! qualited ? for whatever 
you Apo = Lobacy er wil you home at night, and for 
my part 
©, And, AN hes x tale have vear R6tue , Jro@' re Far 

auty or g ature, they are things to e Sai 
which ſhe believes never were nor never will be---iShe's a Baſon of 
Water againſt Lechery, and looks (o ſharp whenever I ſee her, like 
Vinegar ſhe makes me [wear. 

St. 4. And mine's (© fullume, that a Goat with the help of Cantha- 
rides wou'd not rouch her. 

Cel. Bur then for their Qualities 

St. 4. Such Scolds, like Thunder they turn all the Driak in the Cellar. 

Pol. Such Nigg4r6s, th they eat Kirchin-ſtuff and Candles ends---Once 
indeed raving ma Wife ſeem'd igal, for a Rat having eat his 

h an old ſe, ſhe baited a Tra reg or him, with a piece of 

k el ha, caughe him, by the Lord ſhe eat him up without 


mercy ——_— 
Are they they «JH ev'n with us Siſter ? 

St, 4. ' Tis hop'd tho, the Hangman will take 'em off of our hands, 
for they are ſhroadly ſulpefted for Witches, mine noints her {elf ey ba 
Night, He: Fl Frocm-fig ſtaff in the Chimoy, and op'ns the Window, for 

hat purpoſe co 
DA... and my Wiz has Tets in the wrong place, ſhe's warted all 
ea p ange 
L. Yer ſure. Gentlemen, you told rheſe Hags another ſtory once, 
and made as deep Proceſatiogs to d them as you do tous? 

St. 4. Never by this hand, the Salr FY in Loft with us, and 
haul'd us to Matrimony like The to the $ 

"a Where they ſer a long black thing axe bs, thac-cry'd Have and 


Ho 
El. Pur ihe wr neſtion they had been Handſome, brought you great 
P2; tions, leaſahit and Airy znd willing to humour-you. 


way 


Enter Nemours with the Vidam. 


Nem, Nay then I can hold no longer : Z'deach, there's it Matam, 
Willing ! That Willingneſs ſpoils all my Dear, my Hony, Jewel, 
it Palls the Appetite like Sack at Meals--.-Give me the ſmart (Ginful 

lhe, 


The Princeſs-of ClevE. Ir 
ſhe, that like” brick: Champaign or ſpritely made {mack 
my Lips after ſhe's down, and Jong for Cocher 1M 9 

pen A, Nay if your Grace come ſacherollarll dellng) Fl make fur 


4 *\E\T.6 ; 
Pol. Nay, and for my part 1 — ſecut& another ; cane 
Madzm no Vriving for Iam likea Lion, when I ay hold, -if bs Body 
come por wilting | pull. a whole Limbaway-- bs 
Madam; he ſpeaks-trath; [ke ic 08 my word who am 2 

rat | Crherurs; —_ great nada, hd 4 Bealt-- | 
C4! Peay Heav'n he de nor! a horned-/Bealt, is che. Maniter mqrrjed 
Vid. Yes Ladies,” they are both married. 
EL Married ! For ries Gentlemen, Grew from the Cartle. 

Fol. Why,- what is.the Breeze in yoor Tails? Z'death Ladies we'll; not 


: | Ci Say yo fo: Burke! not crult you Tam fure you bor wk 
ungrily | 
id. It may be their Wives uſe hes pnkiadly. 

EL And the poor good-natur 'd things "Py to hearr. 

Cel. I ſwear 'tis pity, they have both promiſing looks. 

' Nem. Prov (weer Souls, we'll defend you to death,ſpare 'em nor. 

E!l. Or it may'be we miſtakeall this while, and their piryful looks are 
cauſed by loving too much.” 

* Fid. Right m, a little too Uxoriousz Ha, Ha ] 

St. 4, Now have not I one word to lay, bur ſtand to endure all Jerks 
like a School-boy with my Shirt ufy . 

Pal. T'\l have one flingat 'em tho' I dye fort; why Ladies you'll over- 
ſhoot your ſelves at this rate----Muſt we only we the Butts to bear all 
your Railery? methiaks you might ſpend one Arrow at random, and 
take off that Daw that Chatcers {o near you---Gad, and 1 think I paid 
em there---- 

C-1, Butts and Daw ! Let menever Lavgh = , if Gexheſcs Witry 
t00--.- Why, you pleaſant Rogaes, Zlife I cou'd Kiſs 'em- if they did not 


+ ſtink of Matrimony. 


St. 4. Mum, Mum, Mum. Did not I tell you 'ewas a madnels co 
ſpeak to 'em? 

E!. They envy my Friend too here, this pleaſant Companion, 

Cel. This dear agreeable Perſon. - 

Nem. Ay, Damme Madam, the Rogues envy US---- a 

E!. What a gentle Alpe - P | 

Ce:!. How proper and 

El See, here's Blood i = i Face: 

Fid. Pure Blood, Madam, at your Service. 

Gel. Will you walk dear Sir ? give we yout hand-<-- | 
, El. And me yours--- Jes 3 S 

ems.) 


1 amreſolv'd to tickle her =_ 2 der 
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S$:.-A, Come along to the Ball and thou ſhalt 1 =XxX9: 
- the Gallant to night-+and Treats at his Palace, 
-—.-Lert me (ee; ad Tremaxe hu Plc, bel 
have ie” Becauſe Town is mach taken _ Ferunereling 1 Jo 
Dumb Man, the Highlander that made 2 noiſe, 4 
——O—— WY; thee in the 


Pot DearR , let's praftiſe a little befofe As what 

he] 7 beak we ny Nick our Wire, _ 
t. y thus, that's a glanting ſqueez way A een a 

made, or thus, for a Whore in a corner, or for downrighe 


Cuckold 
Pol. Weil, I (wear this will be rare ( tan ode mn <opore, 
and a moiſt Hand ; and 


guilty of do 
Cuckoo y then revenge or her laſt Im Yue 


Whore in a corner till _ oe 


waright 

T's ole for a Divorce : 

Ce When of Bebe T Kat, 
SCENE IL 


The Prince and Princeſs of Cleve. 


'P. Adam, the commands me to attend 
"VI Fits Baughrer Seo Spain, and farther adds 
willopieth SE, 
You w Court in going wi 
Princeſs G. My Lord, I am prepar'd, and leave the Court 
With ſuch a Joy as woud adimie no bounds-- 
CG. As wou'dadmit no bounds! and why? becauſe 
It takes you om the Charms which you wo'd ſham: 
This is a Vertue of ſuch height indeed, 
As none but you can boaſt nor 1 deplore. | 
But Madam, Rumor ſays the King intends 
Tojoyn another with me. | 


Pranceſs G. Who my Lord 
P. G. "Twas tat Eſt tie Chevalier de Guife, 


Princeſs C, 
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CG. I ay at pe yu hehe he ak of Ce 
INS 


Queen, 
That Honour's CE os 
Princeſs G. Nemours my Lord? © 
P, C. Moſt certain. 


n—_ C.Heis 


How the Queens praiſe hmm, an wot all Eyes admire him-- 
P, GC. Ha! Ghartres--- : 
Princr; GC. Ah! my Lord&-what bavel done ? 
P.C. N , my Chartres, but admire Nemours ! 
O Heaven and | and if 1 had but Patience 
To hear you out, how had you loſt your ſelf I 
On that Eternal Object of your Love? by & 
No Madam, no, 'tis falſe, 'tis no Nemours: + | 
'Twas my invention to find out the truch, 
Your trouble has convinc'd me 'tis Nemours : 
Which curſt Diſcovery in another Woman, 
I ſhou'd have made by her too eager Joy. 96:1 |: 
Why ſpeak you Not ? you're ſhock'd 6 iehyoarown Vern, go. ly 
The reſolution of your Jaftice aws . LS? 280) | 
Which cannor, dares nor giye it fe te Lye M200 
Princeſs G. My Lord, my Love, my Alas my Geol q 
O pity me! I know noe what to anſwer, H a 
I'm mortally aſham'd, I'm on chERack 3, L | 
Bur ſpare this humble Pafhon---Tqke me with you, 
Where I may never ſee a Man 2 Lp 
P.C. ORite my Ghartres! Rife if 2A 
Fl force thee to be mine in ſpite of 
My conſtanc Martyrdom and dgathlefs 
My ove (om _—_ Cs Cartel Safer 
poize his no Heav'n! 
No fear, my Ghartres, "tho tho theſe Sorrows 


, 


That 
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That I ſufp4 'thy == x pprth "1" 32 a 

To curb TERS - 1 3c | 
En oP 1,154 +12 


enter ned np 


an whole La cepencs 


ores er pon ers 
Al cn gall an ſpite of pain, Rn 
As neer yet lov'd, nor ever y LExitP.C. 


I askir as t 


Enter Irene. 


Iren. Ha! Madam; (teak; bow is it wich your Heart ? 
Princeſs C.As with a'timorous Slave,condemn'd to Tormeats, 
That ſtill cries our, he cannot, will not bear it, 


If you cou'd bear the dreadful News I bring, 
rinceſ C. Alas! thou canſtnat add to grief like mine. 
Iren. May I demand then, it you have not told | 
The Secret to your Husband ? | 
Princeſs G. Ha | Iren---- 
by f the Queens, 
en. © but now---Townon, a of 
OE oy 
eis one irtue, 
That rob ape betray her, 
She own'd, nfl an "candor ber Hadagd, 
Princeſs G: Demth Burt does Newours avow it ? 
len. htm r pore oy 7  hoggen 
Told it to Madam Towrnox---ſhe to others; 
'Tis true, Nemours ac pred, name, 
Nor wou'd confeſs himſelf be he Fay, 


Thews inked, Hulda 
1 bens oy Hear co that ungratlal Ch, 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 
To the eternal ruine of my Honour, 


Has truſted a third Perſon—Burt away 
I hear his tread, and am refoly'd to tax him. 


Exmter Princeſs C. 


Ah! Sir, what have -4>,w2k if you muſt kill me, 
Are there not Daggers Poisn—Bur the Jealous 
Are Cruel till, and thoughtful in Revenge; 
And (ingle Death's too lictle z muſt your will 
Of knowing Names, my duty durſt not tell you, 
Oblige you to betray me to another z 
So to val the Secret of my Soul, 
T har the whole Court muſt know ir ? 
P. G. Ha! know what ? 
Know my Dill onour, have you told it then? 


Princeſs G. No, 'tis your (elf, "tis you reveal ir Sir, 
To gain a Confident for more Diſcovery 
A Lady of the 's juſt now declard it, 


To your eternal you have divulgd it, 
She had ic from the Vidams, Sir, of Ghartres, 
And he from the Duke Nemours — 
P. GC. Nemours — 
How, | m——_ faid you— What Vemours — Nemours | 
Does Nemours know you love him? Hell and Furies ! 
And that I know it r00, and not rev ic! 
Princeſs G. That's yer to ſeek, ___ not own himſelf 
To be concern'd, he offers nor\at 
Bur yer 'tis found, 'tis know believ'd” by all, 
He cannot hold it, 'ewill be y polted, 
That Glewe your Wife's that curſt diſhonour'd She 
You told him of- 
P,G. Is poſlible I cold him? 
Peace, Peace, and if ic lyes in Humane Power 
To reaſon calmly, tell me Murd'refs, tell me, 
Compole that Face of fluſh'd Hypocriſie, 
anſwer to a truth— Was it my 1 
To ſpeak of this? was I not rather t 
To with it buried in the At OLE 
Whence it len, riſe _ blot my "MPS 
But you have him, 
You have met and int h our ſecret Souls z 
On that Complotreds fince Seo fo { ramely 
= firſt Confeſſhon, I ſhou'd 


Princeſi G 


——— 


42 The Princeſs of Cleve. 

Princeſs GC. Believe it if you pleaſe —— 

hi a gary d Sou! 
F 15 x your = 
He ſees you ev*ry hour, and knows you love him : 
Nay, for your greater freedom, ybu have joyn'd 
To make this loath'd dereſted Cleve your Stale. 
Ha——1 believ'd you might o'ercome this paſſion, 
So well you knew to Charm me with the ſhow 
Of ſeeming Vertue, "till I loſt my Rexſon. 

Princeſ. G. *Tis likely Sir, it was but ſeeming Vertoe, 
And you did ill co judge fo kindly of me— 
I was miſtaken too in that Confeſſion, 
Becauſe I thought that you wou'd do me Juſtice: 

P. GC. You were miſtaken when you thought I wou'd, 
Sure you forgot that I was deſperate, 
Sentenc'd and doom'd by Fare, or rather danmn'd 
To love you to my Grave—And cou'd 1 bear 
A Rival, what and when I was your Husband, 
And when you own'd your to = face, 
Confeſs'd you loyv'd me much—But lov'd him more : 
Ha—lIs not this enough to make me mad? 

Princeſs G. You have the power to ſer all right agen, 
Why do you not end me ? 

P. C. No, I'll end my (elf, 
My Toughts are grown too violent for my Reaſon. 
By this laſt uſage, Oh! Thou haſt undone me ; 
I know not what—This not to be thine— 
I have offended and wou'd Sue for pardon 3 
Burt a the Treaſon is roo grots ; 
Afﬀer that moſt unnatural 
I wonder now that I have liv'd (© long: 
Confeſs and then Op ep me your Bawd 
It Scents too far, the God of Love flies wide, . 
He gets the Wind, and the Noſe ar chis;. 
No more—F2rewel—PFalſe Ghartrer, Falſe Nemours, 
Falſe World, Falſe ” fince Ghartres is not true ! 


But you your Wi'h with lov'd Aemours ſhall have, 

And ſhortly (ee your Husband in the Grave. Exit. 
Princeſs G. Sola. Th 

Falſe World, Falſe Gleve, Falſe-Ghurtres, Palſe Nemours, - 


d 
Farewel to all, a long and laſt Farewel - 
From all Converſe, to Deſerts let me fly, 
And in fome gloomy Cave forgotten lye. hs 
I-91 $142 4 y 
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My Bower at Noon the ſhade: of ſome qld Trees 
With whiſtVing Winds Cendulge my pomp of eaſe, 
And lulling Murmurs rowl'd from neighb'ring Seas. 


Where 1 may ſometimes haſten to the Shore, 
And to the Rocks and be logs, op hm ey 
Where when I feel my hour of Fate draws on, 
Leſt the falſe World thou'd claim a parting groans 
My Mothers Ghoſt may riſe to fix my ming, 

And leave no thought of tenderneſs behind. 


Finis Aﬀms Tertiti. 


ACT IV. SCENE L 


Muſick, Songs, Markers, &c. 
Nemours with Muſick, Lady Pdltrot. 


New, E has confe6'd ro me he intends to Cuckold St. Andre 
when he walks in his fleep——Therefore if Love thou'd 
inſpire me to nick the opportunity, I hope you will noc 

bar the door which your Husband op ns—— | 

L. Pol. ingrateful Monſter : 

Nem. Ingrateful, that's certain, and it lyes in your power to make 
him a Montter. 

L. P. I dare not. 

Aem. What ? 

L. P. Truſt you. 

New. Nay then I am fure thou wile, let me but in to ſhew the power 
you have over me. | 

L. P. As how my Lord? 

New. Why, when I have thee in my Arms, by Heav'a TI'll quit my 
Joys at thy defire—— 

L. P. That will indeed be a perfe&t tryal of your lovez come then 
through the Garden back-ſtairs, and when you ſee the Candle put our, 
thruſt op'n the door. 

Nem. By Heav'n I'R eat thy band—— Thou dear ſweet Seducer, how 
it fires my Fancy to ſteal into a Garden, to ruſtle through the Trees, 
to ſtumble up' a narrow pair of _ ſtairs, to whiſper ——_ 

2 e 
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hole of the door, to kif$ it open, and fall into thy Arms with a flood 

OY —— 

P, Farewel, the comes, I muſt leave you a while, to 

rf onng pon 

— t of Imagination mein m 
fleep to thy Bed, ind I'll wake in the At. LE L Po. 
So there's one in the Fernbrake, and if ſhe tir till Morning I have loſt 
my aim; but now, w what have we here ? a Hugonot by this 
light——Have I ? For the forward brisk, ſhe that promis'd me the Ball 
Aſſignation, that ſaid, there was nothing like ſlipping out of the crowd 
mo 2 corner, breathing ſhort an Ejaculation, and returning as if we 
came from Church——Let me ſee, I'll pur on my Mask, fling n y 
Cloak over my ſhoulder, and view 'em as they paſs, not thou nor thou— 


Emer Tournon in the Habit of a Hugonot. 


Tow. Alt thou unclean Perſon, have I hunted thee there like a Hart 
from the Mountains to the Vallies, and thou would'ſt not be found ; 
verily thou haſt been —_—_— Daughters of the Philiſtines—Nay, if 
you are Innocent, ſtand me, and reply to the words of my 


New. I ſhall truly —— 
Toar. Say then——Haſt thou not defil'd thy ſelf with any Dalilab, 
ay > felt upon my Neck and loved much ? 
Nay 


Towr. Have you not overheated your Body with adulterate Wines ? 
ropannet been at a Play, nor touch'd Fruit after the leud Orange- 

omen ? 

New. 1 am unpolluted. 

Tour. And yet methinks there is not the ſame colour in your cheeks; 
nor does the Spirit dance in your Eye as formerly, why do you not ap- 
proach me ? [Unmacking. 

New. Tournon turn'd Heretick ! why thou dear Raskal, this is fuch- a 
new Frolick, that though 1 am engag'd as deep as Damnation to another, 


thon ſhalt not *ſcape me. [ Marg, claps biz on the ſhoulder. 


Mar, 1 love a Man that keeps the Commandment of his word. 

New.. And I a Woman that breaks hers with her Hosband, yet loves 
ber Neighbour as her ſel{—1 wou'd fain be in private with you. 

C:L And1 with you, becauſel am reſolv'd never to ſee you more. 

Nem, Never to (ce me more? the reaſon. 

Cel. Becauſe I hate you, 

Nem. And yet | believe you love me too, becauſe you are preciſe to 
tbe Minute. ; 

Cel, Trae, yetlI hate you juſtly, heartily and maliciouſly —— 


Nem , 
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New. By Gad, and 1'!l love the as heartily, juſtly and maliciouſly, as 
you canſt love me for thy bloodz come away Riddle, and [1] unfold 
cunt, 


Poltrot, St. Andre diſgni'd with Elianora, L. Poltrot coming wp 


to "Cm os 


Elis. Bat is it true indeed, that your Friend can tell all the ations of 
our Life paſt, preſent, and ro come, yer cannot ſpeak one word? 

Pol. Ohe's infallible | why what did you never hear of your ſecond- 
ſight men, your Dumb Highlanders that tel] Fortunes > why you wou'd' 
think the Devil in Hell were in him, he ſpeaks exactly. 

Elie. 1 thought = had faid he was Dumb ? 

Pol. Right, - am his Interpreter, and when the fit comes on him; 
he blows through me like a Trunk, and ſtraic I become his ſpeaking 
Trumper. 

L. 7. Pray, Sir, may not I have my Fortune told me too? 

Pol. Ay—and there were a thouſand of you, he will run you'em over 
like the Chris\ crok-row, and never mils a tittiez he ſhall cell ye his 
name that cry'd God bleſs you when you ſ{neez'd laſt, rell you when you- 
end Lo. when and where you ſcratch'd laſt, and where you fate o' 

turday 

Elia. Pray let him tell us then; for we are Siſters, our Tempers and 
Conditions, whither married or unmarried, with all the Impertinences 


to belonging —— 
On Fu Hoek to him—Son of the Sun, and Emperor of the Stars-— 
t. A. Ha, Ha 

-Pdl. Look ye, look ye, he's pleas'd to tell you, but you muſt go near 
him, for he muſt look in your hand, touch your Face, Breaits, and 
where-ever eile he pleales. ' Re" 

St. 4. —— Makes Horns with both: his hands, puts his Finger in his 
Mouth and Laughs. 

Fol. In nomine domine Bomine. 1 | I am confounded z well 
Ladies, I cou'd not have thought it had been in you, but 'tis certainly 
true, and I muſt out with it 3 firſt he ſays, you are both married, you 
are both Libidinous beyond example, and your Husbands are the greateſt 
Cornutors in Chriſtendom ——— 


Elia. 

& by: Indeed. 

Pol. Ay indeed, indeed and indeed—He ſays you are a couple of 
Meſalina's, and the Stews cannot fatisfie you z he fays your thoughts are 
ſwell'd with a Carnoſity 3 nay, you have the Green Sicknets of the 
Soul, which runs upon nothing but weighing Stallions, churning Boars,, 
and bellowing —— L.#.. 


The Princeſs of Cleve: 
L. FP. 0! Leary I coafeſs—Bur for Heav'a ſake, dear Sir=— 
Tags noe tab Ap, then we ore both undone. 

Elia, O! , undone Sir, if our Husbands ſhou'd know ir, for 
they are 2 couple of the Jealouſeſt, troubleſome, impertinent Cuckolds 


| E, 
| Pol. Alack! Alack—O 7ezabel! but I will have my Eunuchs fling her 
= the Window, and the Dogs ſhall eat her. 


L, P. But, pray Sir, ask him how many times —— 

Pol. What, how many times you have Cuckolded 'em ? 

Elia. Spare our Modeſty, you make the Blood fo fluſh in our Faces. 

Pol. Buc by Jove I'll let it out, I'll hold her by che Muzzle, and tick 
her like a Vig 

L, P, Will you ſpeak to him Sir ? 

Pol. See, he underſtands you withcut it, he ſays your Iniquities are 
ifinumerable, your Fornications like the hairs of your head, and your 
Adulteries like the Sands on the Sos ſhagey that you are all Kiſh down- 
ward; that Lot's Wife is freſh to you, that when you were lictle 
Girls of Seven, you were {o wanton, your Mothers ty'd your hands be- 

you 

Elia. All this we confels to be true, but we confeſs roo, if Fate had 
found out any fort of Tools, but thole leaden Rogues our 

L, P, Whoſe Wits are as dull as their Appetites— 

E!. Mine ſuch a Ulenfil, as is not fie to wedge a Block. 

L. P. Nor mine the Beetle to drive him 

$;. 4. Nay then 'ris time to uncale and be reveng'd. 

L, P. Heark you Strumpet 
El. $i. Hz, Ha, are you not ficted finely, | 
L.P.C — Y ou muſt rurn Fortune-tellers, muſt you ? 

Eli, And think we cou'd not know you? ; 

L, P. Well Gentlemen, iball homely Beck go down with you at laſt ? 
Pol. But did(ſt thou know me then indeed ? 

L. P. As if that ſweer Voice of yours cou'd be diſguis'd in any ſhape. 
Pol. Nay, I confels I have a whirl in my Voice, a warble that is parti- 


cular —— 

El And what (ay you Sir, ſhall muſty Wife come into Grace agen ? 

St. A. Shethall, and, here's my hand on't, all Friends Nel, and when 
I leave thee agen, may I be Cuckold in earneſt. 

Pol. Certain as I live, all this proceeded from his Lady, my dreaming 
Cucko!ld Wife cou'd never think on'tz well,l amreſolv*'d this very night, 
w hen he Rambles in his fleep,to watch him, flip to his Wife and (ay no- 
thing. Hey ! Come, come, where are chele Dancers, 2 little Diverſion 
and then for Bed. 


Dance. 


Fs 
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Tor. to Elia, T have lock'd the Fidew in your Cloſet, who will be 
fure to watch your Husbands riling, therefore be not ſurpriz'd— 


: [Exit Tournoa. 
St. 4. Come, well let's away to bed. 
EL And what then ! 
S:. 4. Nay, Gad that I can't tell, he what on Dancing, Singing, 
Pack {ray laſt Durcheſs, I am om, very Dro Opiees, let 
ol. And foam '— ues ives = + us Oprum, we 
ſhou'd diſturb 'em in the 
Eli. Don't theſe Men Serve to be fitted ? 
Gel, They do, and Fortune grant they may—Hear us, O! hear us 
good Heavn, for we pray heartily. 
[ Bxeunt 45 -—  —_—_— enter: 
Won ro ot Man fo bleſtwith fuch GE 
w z 
Mode heyy "be victſing Me Mould * 
Lets not the Fingers ſtay _ the dint f, 
But from the beauteous Dimples flips *em down 
To pleaſures that muſt be wichout a name. 
Yet Hands, and Arms, and Breaſts we may remember, . 
And that which I love, no ſmelling Arr, 


_— nature, as juſt peeping ;olers, 


'e. Than you do love me ? 

New. O! I cou'd dye methinks this very hour, 

But for the luſcious hopes of thouſand more, 
And all like theſe, yer when I muſt goour, 


Let it be thus, with beauty laughing by me, 
Songs, Lutes and oy Sacrifice 
SE ens of Loon 


or Bow onew Gn men hn ts 
t, you En e, YOU 1JY & me ning to every one you ' 
meet z ou? indeed to have fixt my Heart upon you, but —_ 
off agen, _— - "refolv'd you ſhall never ſee me. 

Nem. You dally, come, by all the kindzeb paſt 

Marg. Swear then. 

Nem. What? 

Marg. Never to touch your dear Domeſtick ſhe, 
Doy lives in Shades to all the World but me. 

ow goes 1 Bow you now ? 

wo and ſwear, but are theſe equal Terms, that you ſhall never 

rouch a Man but me ? 
Mg. 
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tines 
Nem. But this muſt ſatishie thee, there is more pleaſure in thee after 
Enjoyment, than in her and all Womankind before itz thou haſt Inſpi- 
ration, Extaſfic, and Tranſport, all theſe bewitching Joys that m__ 
mm mad 
arg. 


HUnmaiking) And thon Villany, Treachery, Perjury, all thoſe 
Monſtrous, Diabolical Arts, that ſeduce Young V from their Ia- 
nccent homes, to ſet 'em on the High-way to Hell and Damnation. 
Nem. Ha! Ha! my Margeerite, is't poſhble? 
Marg. Call me not yours, nor think of me agen, 
I am convinc'd you're Traytors all alike, 
And from this hour renounce you 
Not but 11! be reveng'd, 
Yes, I will try the Joys of Life like you, 
But not wich Men of Quality, you Devils of Honour z 
No, I will fatisfie 
My Pride, Diſdain, Rage and Revenge more ſafely, 
By all the Powers of Heav'n and Earth I will 
Vil change wy loving lying Tinſel Lord, 
For an ient wholſome drudging Foo). 
em. Why this will make the matter eaſte to both, 
Take you your Ramble Madam, and I'll take mine. 
Bur is t poſhble for one of your nice taſt 
To Bed a Fool ? 
Marg. To chooſe, to chooſe my Lord 
A Fool,now by my Will and pride of Peart, 
There's Freedom, Fancy and Creation in', 
He truckles to the Frown, and cries forgive me ; 
Beſides the moulding of him without bluſhing 3 
And what wou'd Woman more, now view te other 
Your Man of Senſe, that vaunts deſpotick Pow'r, 
That reels preciſely home at break ot day, 
Thuncers the Fouſe, brains half the Family, 
Cries, where's my Whore, what will the Stew till Doomſday ? 
When ſhe appears, and kindly goes to help him, 
Roars out a Shop, a walking-thop of Scents, 
Flavours of _ and the clamimy Bath, 
The ſtench of Orange-flow'rs, the Devil Pulvilioz 
Theſe, theſe, he crtes, are the Bleſt Husband's Joys ! 
Nem. | (wear moſt natural and unaffeted—Ha ! Ha— 
Marg. Burt if he chance to uſe her civilly, 
Take heed, there's covert malice in his Smiles, 
Millions to one the Villain has been Whoreing, 


, Ha—— 
heer you ack my fickly Lady, 
at the Waters. 


Rn Oboe 
"ou Aﬀecarion of our Prattle, 
ie Clack, or what is worſe. 


aytor 
Contrive this Miſchief, if thou canſt, for me 
Send thou the Padlock, but I'll find the Key. [Exit 
New. Whir goes the Partridge on the purring Wing— 
Yer when I fee my time I muſt recall her, 
For ſhe has admirable things in her, ſuch 2s if 1 gain nor L Priccels 
of Cleve may fix me to her, without nauſeating the Vice 


Ha ! Belamore, 
Emter Bellamore. 
What News, my Dear, Ha—Haſt thou found her 2 Speak. 
Bl. I have. 


Nem. Where, how, when and by what meant? - 
Bel. Afcer I had enquir'd after the Prince's Health, | 
I 2sk'd a Woman of his Lady, who told me 
Sie was rt into the rent Boer in the Garden 


Let ſaw and lov'd her, 
Wn eros 

He o—o_ = late Friendip Bel began 
There Love 


My Love a__—_ 
Much as Man can have for his 


kold. 


moch from 


Bel. My Lord, 1did, where he appear'd like her that gave A#-on 
H with all her Nimphs about her, bulie in ryeing Knors which ſhe 
took from Baskers of Ribbons that they, brought her z_2nd mechoughe ſhe 
ri'd and unti'd 'em le grenily & if the had been ac Croſs Queſtions, or 
knew not what the Fa eck, ard Arms quite bare— 

New. No more, if Ilive Ill Tay her t o nigh”, for the Heroick Veia 
comes upon me— Death and the _ was ſhall become of the _ 

air 
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fair Lady then=—Heark thee Bllmore, rake this Key, dal then bear 


pu open > give -w7' "+ and this, and this and when thou biceſt her 
with a parting blow, ſigh out Alexrours. 


B:IL. Vil do't 
Enter the Prince of Cleve. 
#1. Go to Tournen for the relt, fhe'll iaſtruct thee ia the Manage- 
ment: Away. [Ext Bell. 


Ha ! he comes up but oy 6 he ſees 1 
Perhaps he's Jealous, why t 
Hypocriſie and Softneſs, with all the _ of Woman, 
1 ip my Tongue. 

P. C. I come, my Lon on by Hay ou if you love me. 

Nm. Love thee, my cer yet] (aw thee, 
Thus were my Prayers ill offer Y, to the Fates, 
If 1 muſt chooſe a __ grant break e Powers 


The Manl love ms ar once z 
Guide him tie pore remper of y on your feived, 


New, That at firſt vi 
And like two T 
I knel and pray'h and 
And they 7 nd wer for cbs Bet 
Ne ns CON uſt in chee. 

P. C. You ſay you love me, I muſt make the proof, 
For you have brought it to a _ 

PC In this youtave all your Heart, 

$, you not giv'n me your 

You Muſe of late, ev'n on my Bridal 
Low ou fit with a too 


'd and Head upon your Mend: 
Ny inte mit oF mg ot 
ou "was 
And yer you knew not what——Speak like a Friend, 
Nom: Staff 1 eat play wich P well. 
mM. ? 

P. G, Ido believe it, how bap'ned the Diftemper > 
New. 1t is too deep to 
Neg el you, 

P.C. Then you're no Friend. 


» . 


. 
- 


Shou'd 
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Shou'd Cleve thus anſwer to Nemoyrs,] cannot : | 
Say rather that you will not truſt a Man 
You do not love. 

New, By Heav'n I do. 

P.C. By Heav'a you do? Yet 'tis too deep to ſearch 
For ſuch a ſhallow Friend. | 

em, Of all Mankind 

You ought not—— 

P. GC. Nay, the reſt. 

New. It is not fit, 
Be ſatisfied, I'll bear ic to my Grave 
Whate'er it be. 

P.C. You are in Love mv Lord, 
And if you do noe Swear—But where's the need ? 
You ſtarr, you c you are another Man, 
You bluſh, you're all conſtraint, you turn away. 
take it thens 'cis true, I am in Love, 
inall che Hells of Love, 
and Love, 


f ife, my Lord? 
P.C. My Wiſe, and I muſt have you owa it. 
Nem. 1 will not ou Sir, "ho 'tisI love, 
Yer think me not ſo baſe, were it your Wife, 


make you own it er we ——Dilparch, 
Say thou haſt Whor'd my Wike, Damnation on me, 
Pronounce me Cuckold. 
Nm. Bat then I give my ſelf the Lye, 
Who told you juſt before, LI wou'd _ ſpeak, Tho 
3 
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Lis fo beg conn! it— —— Which Gearl have not—— 
Beſide ou are g 
P.C. Draw then jnoran_ it 
For if thou doſt not own what 1 
What you both know and have complotted on me, 
Tho neither will I ſwear agen, 
Thar one of us mnſt fal 
Nem. Then take my Life. 
P.C. I will, by Heav'n, if thou refuſe me Juſtice z 
Draw then, for if thou doſt not I will kill thee, 
And tell my Wife thou baſely did(t _ 
Thy! Guilr at laſt, in hopes to ſave th 
em Thar is 2 Vants indeed, that feel ſhrinks ar, 
* Therefore I draw, but Oh! be ad pms Heav'\ ww 
Wirth ſuch a rrembling Hand 
- dub oy Fats, 


- del aa pee = 
Therefore I beg 
Which once vx the Pepe i ow'thar _ 'diſſolv'd thee x 
1 beg thee, tle Cle, 0hew 
P.C. I'm Deaf as Dea + - + 7 _JI_ 
[Cleve « diſarm'd, Nemours 644 han -——24 RE 
Nem. Then give it me, I arm thy 
Againſt my Heart, a Nh ee cher pf loves thee z 
Thruſt then, for by the Blood that bears my Life, 
Thou ſhalt not know the name of her I lovez », 


Your Wike's as clear from me, as Heav'n made her. 


P.C. No more my Lord, ou'ye jiv'n me twice my Life. 
Neem. Are you not hurt ? p - ” 


P. GC. Alafs, *tis not ſo well, 
] have no CR mark Honour makes, 


And yer there's ſomething cold upon my =. 

| has tis Death, and 1 os ecferver 

With Ghartres love, for you 
Nem. No Sir, nw ſhall not, 


And long enjoy your UT bes 


You ſhall, Dear IEG, 
P. G. 1 cannot ſpeak 
Dat che, Lk thus, there's a riſes eye, 
ex, 1'il wait you home, nay e drops aw 4 
And hang upon my bh | = 


P. C. ] will co any thing, 
So vou will promiſe never to upbraid me. 
Nem. 1 (wear I will not. 


P.C. 


The o ſs of TYLC. 
P, C. But will you love me too 
As ny 4 6 | 
Nem. | (wear far more than ever. 
P.C. Thou know'lt my Nature ſoft, yet Oh ſuch Love ! 
Such Love as mine, and injur'd as I , 
Wou'd ſpleen the Gaul-lefs Turtle, wou'd it not ? 
Nem. It wou'd by Heav'n—You make a Woman of me. (Weeping. 
PC. hy, ny ing thou ſayſt co humour me, 


was it is __ Laſt ” ow' ears, _ 
my Heart wi and then we'reev'a 
Yorrad cruel Love thy Cleve (kou'd kill 
Remember after Neath chou lov'it me ſtill CEgeunt. 


SCENE IL 


| Enter Tournon with the Vidam. 
ro ler that corner be your Poſt and as ſoon as ever 


Pol. Not a bit by the Lord, not I, not I— 
SE 
wou' is was , becauſe he 
Beef—— But I have Plover in reſerve ! $, pong ns 
hear 
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hear him buſtle, O Lord! how my heart goes pit a pat ! nay, I dreamt 
laſt night I was f and ; Sr. Andre un by ſleep, 
' [is he, "ris he, by the ewilight I ſee him— 2 The Vidam goers t9—— 
Ay, now the polutick head goes, ic ſhall be branch'd by 2nd by— What 
was that ſtop for, there's neither Gate nor Stile in your wayz now by 
that ſudcen ſtretch, he feems as if he wou'd take a jump} or practice on 
the High ropes 0 your hamble Servanc Sir, i'll but: do a little bus'nefs 
for you, and be with you agen. Nay, look you Sir, I have as many 
Bobs as Democritms when he cry'd Poor lack—There's more Pride ing 
Puritans Band, ſhort Hair, and Cap pinch'd, than under a _ Crown, 
Poor Jack, Citizens, Citizens, look to your Wi 
conc look to 'em, they'll do 'em, look to 'em, they - 'em, Poor 
Jac 
S:. 4. Ha! Ha! Yow'l tickle me to death——Nay, prithee Penx— 
Your Miſtreſs will hear us—Thou art the wantoneſt Rogue——— 


Enter Tournon with Bellamore. 
Tour. Madam. 
Cl. Here's. 
Tour, Here's 2 Thief I zn your 


Chamber —— 
MO retire for a moment, and I'll make you the whole 
<(o01 
Gl. Conſe(s and ou know what follows, however I am reſoly'd to 
ſelf. [ Exeant, 


hear what your 

ſoreec heart——- 
But V1LkiG you if 
I did nor 


Such a kind of a Man, Re-enter Poltrot. 
Bur I'll go call my Modber a lo as loud as I can cry, 
Why Mother, 


Mother, Mother | 
Pat O Lotd!.O Lord | had like to ve 4xod upon 2 Serpent that 
as 


wou'd have bir me to death. wane 00Rnne 2g Lins Cloths as 

I cou'd tor my Lite, when of a Wie, Vir yo oice flew in my 
with Damme you yon of | cut z you may gueſs 
Fory 4 Hr@ SELLS hs Fr «man tmp 
clean « but I! to my awa\Spoute, Lord to Dri0g 
me off {afe this bout, I Lnever, never go a Cyckold-praking agen while 


4, Heat, wy Wiſe Stairs, ——Help = 
t catk, my Wife's coming up up with my 
Breeches; ſo, 1o, imooth the Bed-—- What dama'd Luck's this —— 
So, fall a rubbing the Room agen——Heark you Wite, Grh4 has been 
pon the hunt for you-all his day, ſhe's below ia the Garden, go, go, 
we'll kits when you come back—— Now Sirrah, agw you Rogue, ſhe's 
gone, come, come, lole not your opportuaity, I'll keep on my Breeches 
four ſear —Ay ? No, no, aot upon the B<e, Pilb, agzinſt the back of 


i þ \ |; 
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this Chair—Won't it—How can you tell—Try—T'1! buy thee a new 
Gown, anda Fan, and a lac'd Perrticoar, and pay thee double Wa - . 
Q.. thou dear pretty ſoft ſweer "Ca tr what wou'dlt t 
dodge me, GaT'bu bur . 'll have chee, Gad curh thee ; W_—_ 
have at thee agen and age:Þ t. Re-enter Poltror. 
Pol. Was ever Man of Honour thus wb ndvptre > I went 
io. my Chamber and trod a5 lobjy a8 25 a halt-(tary'd Move, for fear of 
W «king my Car, whea coming clole c _ ſide, mechough: ir rock'd 


10 air fro'like 2 great Cradle, and the C Cloaths heav'd a5 it fome Bea!t 
lay blowing there—Bur eqn ogy nn the Bed- fide it ſeems —Yes, 1 


am, and who cabep, 4m 2 Cornuto/ as &er vas grafted —— 

[ heard my beloved t00-—The Plagues of 30; oe on her—»-Speak 

to loviagly and angril angry apeder——ro Nays Prices my, Dear—Nay, now 
ou are tirelome—l 


aſham'd to look you in the face agen | Why, 
w will ſhe look. upon me then > O Locd—O Lord— What tall do? 


hall I ftand thus like i 2 Cuckoldly Son of a Whore, with my Horns in 


my Pocket and nor be EE— 


But here comes as very a Cuckold as my felf,* I am reſfolv'd tro wake 
him, and we'll fall upon 'em together -—— Allo, St. Azdre, St. Azdye. 
St. 4. Ti—ti "cis im—im—irtl— LEI fhou'd be the Man, 
Fo-Fo-Far I. cannot ſpeak a plain 
Fol. YoureaCad fold, a Cockold, 7 Cackold. 


St. 4. uh, Roe it co-co cou'd'not be me, for Sir, .1 
al ce Wor! knoms 1am 0 a Cu Ca-Ca-ckold. 


, wh CO ir oj deaty ant lth 
! Marder! Marder ! Fire! Fire! Fire! 
! Murder! Rapes! Cuckoldom ! 


Enter the Vidam and Bellamore. The Vidam cents op, 9 Poltror, 
ſuit ef 6 Ph, St. Andre «nd Poltrot fall down together —Tour- 


non enters with the Ladies ———T ournon lads off the Vidam and 
Bellamore. 

nl; nab * wes ! Pedyo-—Thoma— 

Ela, Thieves! nn was | my Loeg 


Se. 4. Waking) Why, whar 2 Devil's the marrer > where am I? 

Eka. O! you leave this i!] habit of walking in your ſleep— 
Tis a mercy we had fac all been Murder d— You went down in your 
Shire Sir, open'd thedoor, and let in Rogues that had like to have cur 


all 


OOO 
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all our Throats—Bar for rhe future I am reſoly'd to tye on to me wich 
the Bed cord, rather than cadure this — ; 

St. 4, Where's Poltrot? 

Gel. Murder'd Sir, here! here! here! one of the Villains diſcharg'd 
a Piſtol juſt in his Belly —— 

St. A. Shot in the Guts! Lord bleſs us! bere Thowr. 2 light ! light ! 


light! ſhot in the Guts ſay you—— 
Pol. Oh! Oh—Lower, lower, lower—Feel, feel, ſearch me, lower, 


lower 
St. 4. !. Cold hrreabous—Let' bear him to his Bed, and ſend fora 


TE 


Oh! Oh! On! 


SCENE III 


Evitv Nemours Pedro lif ning. 
Am. A La! Poor Prince, I proteſt the Violence of his 


| 


cat him ina Fever, he dies of it And how then? 
I Marry the Princeſs of Glewe, or ſtick to te as we are ? 


'cis molt certain the has wy in her I found by 
Experiment, and I love her | 
fides Tour non tells me, the I 


PLTERD 


'E| 


No, I'll Ae boldly, Ger the Table SN wits bur at 1; 


fortwearing Play, oy any 
my reſerve—— eatk, rol, juſt upon the — Bower Muſick 


Pedro. 1 have hicherto obey d my Mafter's order, but I'm reſoly's to 
RX: him till he's lodg'd 


= 
FE 
= 
S 


*.Now do I know the Preciſe will call me damn'd Rogue for wr 
ing my Friend, eſpecially ſuch a ſoft (weer natur'd Friend as this 
ace——Verily 1 lay rhey lye in their Throars, were the graveſt of 
= in my condition, and thought ic thou'd never be known, they wou'd 
rouze up the Spirit, caſt the dapper Cloak, leave off cheir pad 
haing, and fall roo like a Man ot Honour. 


Vegro I'|1 face him A he enters the Bower,and then call my Lore, Ex. x, 


Scene 


The Pri eſ7 of Cl =_ 
Scene the Bower, Lights, Song. 


The Princeſt of Cleve, Irene. 
-S O{1N 0. 


A gentle Youth born to 


Decere/'d the too too cafie Maid 


Her | ſhe did forſake, 


Princeſs G. Alas! Irene, 1 do believe Nemosrs 
SS ne] ns Le eee 
ig john F ke reſolves, 

te of thoſe matchleſs Virtues of my Husband, 
| love the Man my reaſon bids me hate: _ 

Yet grant me ſome few hours ye Saints to live, 
That I may try what Innocence fo arm'd 

As mine, with vows can do in ſuch a cauſe ! 

The War's begun, the War of Love and Vertue, 
And I am fixt to conquer or to dye. ; 
ren. Your Fate is hard, and fince you honour'd me 
With the important Secret of your Life, 

I've labour'd for the Remedy of Love. 

Thou know the ſag 
Haſt ſeen me ſtrive againſt 


$7 


Till 
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Till I have lain like Slaves upon the Rack, 
My Veins half burſt, my weary Eye- balls fixt, 
My Brows all cover'd with big draps of Swear, 
hich ſtrz Grief many) en from oy tortu: 'd Brain. 
Ir. Alaſs I weep to fee you-rhus 
Princeſs G.Thou haſt heard ds ch the hour,when firſt I (aw 
The fatal charming Face of lov'd\/V-maury, 
Haſt heard the Death-bed Counſel of my Mother. 
Yet what can this avail, ſpite of my Soul 
The Nightly Warnings from her dreadful Shroud ? 
I love Nemours, I iſh for —— 
And when I think to him RES 
My Heart rebels, I feela & 


That choaks me up, trem eat Fe 

A ſhog of Blood be bn? 

Convulſons, praning Griek and angry _ 
Enter Nemours. 


Ha ! but behold —My Lord——— 
: Nem. O'! I __ 
me a minute's ſpace am 
P priacel, G. bs thinn thee? > 
Nem. O! I mult ſpeak or dye. 


Princeſs G. Dyo Gag, 6 cer our own ww Some violate 
The Honour of your 

Nem. Yet hear me, Friens Jour eng Sacred, 
Never to ſee you 

Princeſs G. C Speakthe then——And TH: your word. 

P. C. Horrour and Death ! 

Nem. Did you but kgow what "risto ys bke me, 
Without a dawn of _ ro oma 
To paſs the night in br 


Tofs'd in the reſtleſs tides of a ah Fears, 
With Eyes for ever running o'er with Tears 


Li due hy A eng; and ly 1 bcdbpenlle C 


T'invoke the Stars, to curſe. the driggiag hours 
To talk likes Mad-men to the Bow'rs, 
Coy'd you know this, yerblame niy tortur'd Love, 
If thus it throws my Body at your Feer : 
Oh ! ly not hencez © 
Vouchſafe bur juſt ro view me dF > 
I ask not Love, pur PH Pity from.r 


 Princehs Fo c = Sl 


Neem. 
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N:m. The Heavenly Powers 
Accept the pooreſt Sacrifice we bring, 
A Slave to them's as welcome as 4 ; 2 
Behold a Slave that Glories in your i 
Ah ! with ſome ſhew of Mercy view my Pains z 
Your piercing Eyes have made their ſplendid way, 
Where Lightning cou'd nor pats 
Even through my Soul their pointed Luftre goes, 
And Sacred Smart ypon my Onieit throwsz 
Yet I your Wounds with as much Zeal deſire, 
As Sinners that wou'd paſs to BliG through Fire. 
Yes, Madam, I muſt love youto my 
111 Gigh ; our _ with 74 laſt gaſp of Breath. = Sf 
renceſs o more ve you air, 23 you 
Enter the Prince of Cleve. 
Reply not, but withdraw, if poſſible 3 
Tyr --.--—7 
gon you nor, 
P.C. Excellent We 
Love, Friendſhip, Honour, 
Princeſs G. O Heaven ! Irene,he)p ! 
y Deareſt Gewe, wake from this 
And hear me ſpeak——— 


That thus its me bear the Wounds 


of Honour ! 
Hearr, © 


And Oh! fooli love-fick 

Why did(t fon lr end om ſtabbing borh ? " 
Princeſs G. Behold, "tis yet my Lord within your Power 

To give me 


P,C. I do entreat thee leave me 
bw = OR my fell, and Iwou'd make | 
e caſte, if you wou'd permit me: _* * 
All that I ask thee for the Hedrt I gave thee 
And forthe Life Llove in thy behalf 
Is, that thou'dſt leave me to my (elf a while, 
And this honeſt Fri 
Princeſs G. 1 wou'd 
But cannot ſtir ——— 
You think that I deſign Nemoars 
This night, but by the Powers above I Swear. 
P.C. O\ do not Swear,” for Ghartres credit me, . 
There isa Power that can and will revenge z 
Therefore dear Soul, for I muſt love thee 
If thou wile ſpeak, confels, repeat thy fault, 
2 
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And t may'ſt find a door of Mercy : 
Tor re, all my "ily hops of Hea Heav'n, I (wear 
freely now forgi ! my Heart——— 


Pribs thy arm, ET 
Wu, s G. And do you then refuſe 
y 
EE ages, 
t not to permit that 'dſt rouch me 
Princeſs C. Bat Sir, I will, your arm ? I'll hold you all 
Thus in the cloſeſt ſtricteſt deareſt Claſps 3 
Nor ſhall you dye believing my Diſhonor, 
I (wear I —— Nemours his coming, 
Nor had I ſpoke thoſe words which yet were guilcle(s, 
Bo Mar be ar an Jon 
A ing, by our Noptial Joys, 
WT 0008 Ro eh by your own Spirit 3 
hich Oh! I fear is taking leave for ever, 
I ſwear that this is true—— 
P.C. I do believe thee x 
Thou haſt ſuch Power, ſuch Charms in thoſe dear Lips, 
As might perſwade me that I atn not dying, 
Of Pedro, by my moſt untimely Fate 
I ſwear—I'm reconcil'd ; and heark thee Cleve, 
If thou doſt Marry, Von > » nee, 


Away to Bed, Memory ——- 
Princeſs Rs ICE wa it hen Þ 
P, at 77 we muſt—— | 


Were I tolive I ſhou'd not fee thee more—— 
Bur fince I am mand tice fur, be gone ad et 


Nay, I COmpuane and leave me. 

rincch G. | $0, 206 10 le vets Erenel Prayer behind me. 
For me, If alli ve 8d Benet 7 7 PROP _ 
The we of CRE | the Stings of Pleaſure, 
Soars pers, Diſappointments plague me 
May all my Life be one continu'd Tormets. : 


And that more Racking than a Woman's Labour Dp 
In meeting Death may my leaſt.”T 


As great as now my parting is. ut onde n CExeunt ſeverally. 


Fine Athu Querti 
Ih 527 vr T 


bs | / 


ACTI 


The Princeſs of Cleve. | Gz 


ACT.V. SCENTS I 


Poltrot, Bellamore. 


Bll, Ome, come, take her into Grace agen, 'rwas but a ſlip! 
Pol. Takeher into Grace agen?— Why fure you wou'd 
have her bring me to that pals the did in England, when my 
Lord Hairbrain us'd to keep me in awe, ſtand biting my Lips, twiſting 
moHat, playing with my Thumbs while they were at it, and durſt noe 
ind me- 

Bell. Meer Jealouſie 3 you oy your ſelf you ſaw nothing. 

Pol. No Sir, I thank you, I more care of my Throat z neither is 
this the firſt Fault z for once upon a time, a little while after we were 
Married, at Lozdon—a Pox of that Cuckolding Trojan Racez the was 
talking to me one day out of her Window more pleaſantly than ordi- 
nary—And acted with her Head and Body wond'rous ily— Batting 
at me like a licrle Goat, while I burred at ncly I being glad to 
find her in ſo good humour, what did I Sir, but ſtole away, came 
ſoftly up the back-ſtairs, thinking to cry Bo—But Oh ! Lord—How was 
I Thunder-ſtruck, to find my Lord 
Kiſſing and Smacking, g and Blowing ſo hard, you wou'd have 
ſworn they had been at Hot-cockles— 

Bell. A lirtle Familiar perhaps, things of Cuſtom — 

Pol. Ay Sir,Kiſs my Wite and welcome,but for that Zeal in her ſhogging 
and Buctting— ol: me tangere I cry——1 am fure it ran fo in my lm» 
gination, I have been Horn-mad ever fince—— [ herefore ſpare your 
p2ins, for 1 am reſolute. 


Extey Celia. 


Bell. See where ſhe comes my: Lord ——Bur you are zefolv'd you 
lay However, let me adviſe you, have a care of making her de- 
perate. it. 
Pol. Deſperate——Damn her, Polluter of my Sheets—Damg her. 
Seek, Gels, not ro ſhun me, for whereer you fly, 

Fll follow——hang vpoa thy knees and dye. 


Pal. 


Hairbrain there all in a Sweat—— * 
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Pelvet, behold-— Ah! canſt thou ſee me knee!, 

And yet no Bowels of Compaſſion feel ? 

Why cot doſt thou bluſter by me like a Storm, 
ruffle into Frowns that Godlike Form ? 

Why doſt thou turn away thoſe Eyes of thine, 

In which Love's G » lng his Conqueſts (tine ? 

Pol, What is this call'd Woman ? ſte is worſe 
Than all Ingredients r amd into a Curſe. 

Were ſhe a Witch, a hs a Noſeleſs Whore, 
I cou'd forgive her, ſo the were no more : 

Bur ſhe's far worſe, and will in time Foreſtall 
The Devil, and be the of us all. 

Cel. Yer Honour bids you wich her you call 
So foul, whoſe Frailties you too ſharply nam'd ; 
Like Adam: you ſhou'd chooſe with her to fall, 

And in meer Generoſfiry be Damn'd. 

Pol. No, by thy (elf, ndel alone be curſt 

And by the Winds thy Venom duſt be hurl'd ; 
For thou'rt a Serpent equal co the farſt, 
And haſt the will ro Damn another World. 

G1. Butam i not ciky Wife ? Rare that attone— 

Pal. My Dezr Damn'd Wiſe, I do confeſs thou art 


Fle!l of my Fleſh, and Bone too of m Bone, 
AD DC 
e cringe no longer, heark you Sir our 
Swelling he} Frowning, and awkward ambli ir tell me is fac. 
whether you'll be reconcil'd or no, for I am refolv'd to ſtoop no longer 
way rateful _—, _ Lord and My 
o your to your to your 
WP 4 hteba, but byt you cou' ſtoop your 5 Pit a 
night you cog'd, to your Rank Bra that wou'd toe tack 
usks in my Guts elndyey widhs ks c_ nay, 0 my Com 
ſence thou wou'dſt not give him time to ſpeak, bat hunch'd him on 
the ſide like a full Acorn'd Boar, cry'd Oh! and mounted—— 
eSipp. you reſolv'd then, never mw take me into Grace agen for 
one 
7 No I'm the Son of « Carted Bawd AL a Sli of od 
Ml ar en iabend the ET. e du——_ 1m ypencne/ Con- 
[ vw own to 
nhl ok on or ever the s of our Beney 


may , 
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may know too, what a Ram his bleſſed Ewe has made him, and 


then — — 

Cel. And then I'll have your Throat cur. 

Pol. Ha! Tygrels, cut my Throat ! why thou Shee Bear! thou Dam of 
Lyons Whelps, thou Cormorane of Cormorants, why what wile thou 
devour me and all} 

Cel. He that miſs'd your Guts in the dark, ſtall take better aim at 
your Gullet by day-lightz nay, to thy Terror of Heart be it known, 
thou Monſter of il! nature, if ] wou'd have conſented laſt night to have 
run his Fortune, which is no ſmall one, he wou'd hare murder'd thee 
in thy Bec, for I heard him ſpeak theſe very words, Let him ye, Is 
Mortuls—t(& in limbo Patrum — Where I muſt have pray'd for that un- 
thankful Soul, or thou wou'dſt have been Damn'd to all Eternity, dying 
ſuddenly and withour Rerentance — NR 

Fol. O Lord! O Lord! In Mertuir, & im limbo Patrum ;, what, to 
be rofs'd on m_—_ Pitchforks for my Sins, why, what a Bloody- 
minded Son of Belzat is this ? 

Cel. In fine, fince you will have the truth, he has long had a deſign 
npon boch or Bodies, to Raviſh mine, and ripopes yours. 

Pol. Why then he's a Cannibal; Lord! ! Lord! Lord! why 
what pleaſure can it be to any Man torip me open? to Ravilh thee in- 
deed, there's ſome Senſe in that—Bur there's none in ripping me open z 
why this is ſuch a brutiſh Cruelty 

Cel. Rogue, and ſo I told him——Therefor» when he found that no- 
thing cou'd make me conſent ro your Murder, he Swore, and caught 
me by the hair, if I ſtir'd, or the leaſt noiſe, he wou'd Murder 
us all, ſer the Houſe of Fire, and fo leave us to our (elves : 

Fol. And fo rthcu wert forc'd to conſent 3 why then by this Kits, 1 
Swear from my Soul, which might have been Damn'd as thou ſayft, bur 
for thee, 1 forgive thee——And what was he that Cuckolded St. Anare, 
fuch another fophrlus as this too ? 

Cel. O! my Dear, there are not (ſuch a pair of Fiends upon Earth 
agen—— Why, they look upon't as a Favour to our Sex if they Ravith 
a Woman, for you muſt know they were formerly Heads of tlie 
Banvier 

Pol. Well, and I muſt praiſe thy Diſcretion in Sacrifhcing thy Body, 
for 0' my Conſcience, if they had ſeen this Smock-face of mine, 1 had 
gone to pot too before my Execution. 

Gel. They ſent their Pages this Morning to know whether it was our 
pleaſure to have your Throats cut: But we an{wered 'em all was well, 
and defir'd 'em as ever they hop'd to fee us agen, to tir no further in the 
mareer, 

Pol. Mum, Mum, dear (weer Soul, ſecure my Life and thou ſhale 
command me for the future with as fall a ſwing as thou canſt _ 

only 
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* only like thoſe that uſe that exerciſe, ler it be too and fro, ſometimes 
at home and ſometimes abroad, and well be as merry as the day is long, 

x wr ASPEN and like the Indian Wives, I'll not 
out-live thee——— 

Pol. And I'll Swear now, that was kindly ſaid, as I hope for mercy 
but it makes me weep, what burn for me—Aad ſhall I not return, [ 
will, 1 will, I will return when thou doſt burn 

Enter St. Andre, Elianor. 
Nay, when thy Body in the Fire appears, 
' _ My Ghoſt ſhall riſe and quench it with his Tears. 

$:. 4. All Fleſh is Grafs, that's certain, we're all Mortal, the Court's 
in Mourning for the Pricce of Cleve, the Vidam of Ghartres is extreamly 
'riev'd Heark you Poltrot, ſure as I am alive he dy'd of Jealouſie. 

ell Nel, for this laſt care of thine, I Swear to be conſtant to thy 
Sheets, and as thou ſayſt, I think it will not be amiſs to tye me to 
thee now and then for fear of the worſt——Ha! Poltro: 

Pol. Ha ! Bully, I heard your kind Expreſſions to your V:1+, and I'll 
Swear I'll vie thee with who ſhall love moſt, for I'll Swear theſe daily 
Examples make my hair ſtand an end-——-Cue my Throat, and rip me 
open, he ſhall Cuckold me all over firſt, like the Man in the Almanack, 
nay, he ſhall Raviſh her while I hold the door to my own deflow' ring. 


SCENE IL 


Tournon, Nemours. 


N:m JD Efolv'd never to ſee me more, and give up her Honour to 
the Dauphin, that puling ſniveling Prince, that looks as if 
he ſuck'd ſtill, or were always in a Milk Diet for the Sins of his Floren- 
tine Mother. 

Towr, Bleſs me! you are jealous. ; 

New. I confeſs it—— The laſt time I had ber in Diſguiſe, ſhe made 
ſuch Diſcoveries as I ſhall never : Loſe her I muſt not, no, Il 
loſe a Limb firſt, therefore go tell her, tell her the Prince of 's 
Death has wrought my Converſion, I grow weary of my wild Courſes, 
po of my Sins, am reſoly'd to leave off Whoreing and marry his 

I 

Tour. So the Town talks indeed. 

New. The Town is as it always was and will be, a Talk, a Hum, a 
Buz, and a great Lye——Do as I bit thee, and teil her, juſt as you left 
me, I was going to make my Court to the Princeſs upon her Husband's 
1omb, which is true too, I mean a Vilit by the way of Conſolation , 

not 


I knew it the only by 


'd ſuch a rime for my life, and *cis like 
and one of the Secrets of their N 2s mp and vine 


f tho 
they melrc, nay, in P Fire, , or Calamity — 
rw it—Let a man but LISLE 26d fke 1 hunted Hares 


Dro and 
ED _ 
Var cut, he wou' 
ſelf into the ocher Wai 


's werite ? 
La M. She follows like a Wind, with fiwollen Cheeks, raffled Hair, 
and Eyes, the Princeſs of e has found her Fry, nor will the 


yet believe it. 


SCENE 1 
The Princeſs of Cleve, Irene is Marwing, Song, af the Princeſt kneels as 


Princeſs CDF thou dear LY. from thy Thycapal BliG, 


on Earth be worth thy 
Look down __ fm 4 me, my Sits and Vows, 
Till Death has made bees $4 ax like thee : 


Water ſhall be my Drink and Herbs my Food, 
TRACE, | be my Bed | 
The ge Hem age Se oy, hens 4 all | night 
our, 
Beat my ſwol!” rowing ye, pon thy = lols DO lore: 
ten. Ah! Madam, what a Life have you propos'd? 
Princeſs G. Too little all for an Offence like mine 3 
Yet Death will ſhortly purge my dro away, 
For Oh! Irene, where's the Joy I had it here; 
J% I ihall dye withoue thoſe violent means 
—_ he have hazarded my Soul—-O Heaven 
O th r ſeeſt my Heart, and know'ſt my Terrors, 
Wilt thou forgive thoſe Crimes I cou'd not help, 
And wou'd not hide ? Mb 
Iren. Doubt not but your Account K Shall 
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S's ſtand as fair in his Eternal Book, 
Saints above——— 


, take 
— Frag LENS, re theſe Rebellious choughes z 


For Oh! I ha wiſh 
uckich Fac (of yd Nemo), 


To ſee the L 


rene Ee ord, 
It was bone, Comes i ay tiobour 

Yet ] erin Ws view the bleeding part, 
Bur by de Sulof m 7 cm Ki 


I ſwear this 
Glo tppnge- ere ho by my pon. 
cr Nemours. 


tren. Bat if he ſhou'd attempt this cruel viſir, 
How wou'd your Heart receive him ? 


So clear and calm in-hei my Misforrune, 
As thou thy ſell BE pes we wonder at. 
ren. Hal 
Princ St 
Has then my Unc le thaw hone  IFADUS 
New. Stazt not, on din | but forgive 
The F:dam who has thus ntra 'd your Virtue 


To enda ling ri Wretch— That dies for 1 Love—— 
Princeſs G. For my Lords is this 2 time for Love, 

In Tears and Blacks, the Li ary of Death? 

But what's your hope, if I ſhou'd ſtay to hear you? 

Ah! What can you expect from rigorous Vertue, 

From Chaſtity as cold as Glewe hun@lf > 2 

You that are made, my Lord, for other Pleaſures —— 
Nem. Is this then the reward of al my Paſſion ? 

able} ne xd pe on h, 

or this diſconſolate ig Wretc 

Bur in your Love alone ? 
Princeſs GC. You're Pleas'd my; Lord 

That I ſhou'd entertain you, _" þ tn. 

Before this dear Remembrancer of 

NE ae 1507 all bear 

From this abandon'd part of him that was, 

How much you have been lov d. 
New. Ha! Madam 
Princeſs G. Yes, 

Sighing I ſpeak it Sir, you have inſpir'd me With 


The ng of Cleve: 


the grown Tyrant, 'd my Heart to Aſhes. 
Nor need I bluſh to e you this Confeſſon, 


, Becauſe 
I am reſolv'd to kneel an Age before 
Princeſs G. Rite, I 


Name it no more without the 
2 Þ he hr tn ty > 
Of Clewe's untimely Dea 
No leſs than if you had 
Nem. O ! Cruel Princes, 
When thus you raiſe the ſhadow of a reafon 
To ruin me for ever? 1s it a faule K 
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To Love? Then blame not me; No, Madam, no, 
But blame your ſelf, who told ir royour Husband z 
Bur Oh ! you wou'd not argue thus againſt me 
If ever you had lov'd ; 
You have deceiv'd your ſelf and flatter'd me; 
-Why am I thrown elſe from the Glorious Height, 
Snatch'd in a moment from my bliſsful State, 
And hurl'd like Lightning by the hand of Fate ? 

Prineeſs G. Be fatisfi'd, wy Lc, you are not flatter'd, 
I have ſuch Love for you, that Duties bar, 


Wou'd prove too weak to hinder our Engagement. 
Bur there is more. 


t L if a 
Muſt part my Soul and Body, do not Rack me, 
Bur let the Poyſon ſteal into my Veins, 
And Damn me mildly, Madam, as you can. 
Princeſs G. Hear then,my 
I eer ſhall ſee you, and tis a poor 
For ſuch a yet, Sir, tis all I have, 
And you muſt ask no more. 
New. Be Witneſs, _—; 


nothing. 
Princeſs G. Know then, my Lord, you're free, and I am ſo 
Free for the eternal Bond of i 
My Heart too is inclin'd by Love like yours, 
Nor can I fear the cenſuring World ſhou'd blame us- 
But now, my Lord, What Power on Earth can give 
Security that Bond ſhall prove Eternal ? 
New. Ha! Madam. 
Princeſs G. Silence, filence I command you ; 
No, no, Nemours. I know the World too well, 


You have a Senſe too nice for long joyment, 
Cleve was the Man that only cou' : 
Nor can I think his wou'd have , 
Bat that he found I cou'd have noge for him. 
"Tis Obſtacle, Aſcent, and Lets and Bars, 
That whet the Aqgakes of Love and Glory z 
Theſe are the fuel for that fiery Paſhon, 


et when the flaſhy ſtubble we remove, 
2 God nent tema SF Lew KNem 
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New. Ah Madam! I'm not able to contain, 
Dae muſt perforce break your commands to anſwer, 
Once to be yours, is to be for ever yours, 

Yours only, without thought of other Woman. | 

Princeſi C.Why this ſounds well and natural till you're cloid, 
But Oh! when one (atiety has pall'd you, 

You ſicken at each view, and ev'ry glance 

Berrays your guilty Soul, nd figs pau loarh her. 

I know it, Sir, you have the weil-bred caſt 

Of Gallantry and Parts to gain fucceſs 

And do but think when various Forms have charm'd you, 
How I ſhov'd bear the croſs returns of Love? 

Nem. Ah Madam! now I find you're prejudic'd 
To but ap pope 

'Tis Reaſon, all calm Reaſon 5 


Princes 


Nature affirms no violent thing can laſt, 


the reſt d, 
You wou'd deſtroy the purpoſe of Creation. 


make us happy, 


Will you defeat the aim of Deſt 


by molt gaparalle]'d extreams of Vere, 
hich therefore take away its ing ? 
Princeſs G Away, I maſt notaniwer, bat conjure you 
Never to (eek occaſion more to ſce me z 
a—_—_ 'Tis paſt. 


Robe, 


(ce 
iv each dey by flow demons 
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I dye away - This you ſhall grant by Heay'n, 
Or you ſhall ſee my Blood let out before S6 þ 
rinceſs G. Alas! Nemours, O Heav'n! why muſt it be, 
That I ſhou'd charge you with the death of Gleve ? 
Alaſs! why met wenot Cer lengag'd . 
To my dead Lord? And why did Fate divide us ? 
em. Fate does not, No—— 
'Tis you that croſs both Forrane, Heav'n and Fate ; 
Tis you obſtrut my Bis, *ris = impoſe 
Such Laws as neither Senſe nor Verrue warrant 
Princeſs G. *Tis trae, my Lord, 1 offer much to duty, 
Which but ſubfiſts in thought, therefore have patience, 
Expe& what time, with a love as mine, 
Mav work Ingour behalf; my Husband's death 
So bleeding, freth 1 ſee him in the Pangs 3 
Nay, look, —_ ſee his Image rile. 
point an everlaſting Separation 
Yer Oh! it ſhall not be without a Tear. Nem. O! thay. 
Princeſs G. Let go, believe no other Man 
Cou'd thus have wrought me, but your ſelf, to Love—— 
New. Stay then. 
New 1 > Parley and fpeake fr agn=—— 
em 1 do— o'er age —— 
Princeſs G. Believe that I ſhall love yoa tomy death. 
NNem. 1 will. But live and love me. 


Nem. Believe, but what> That laſt 
Irinceſs GC. Believe that you INT me more. Exit. 
m, 
Vid. Well, and how goes the Game > Wha, on the Knee, 2 gather'd 
Brow, and a EI it? Nay, than you are a looſer. 
New. Didſt thou ſee her pals ? 


Vid. 1 did —ſhe wrung me by the hand and fegh'd, 
Then look'd back ma ” ſl 


And totter'd on the threſhold at the door. 
Nem. Bzlieve that you ſhall never ſee me more—ſhe Lyes, Ill Wager 
my State, I Bedher eighteen months three weeks hence, at half an hour 
paſt ewo in the Morning. 
—_—_ 'em all. 
Souls 

Women better than they know themſelves ; 

I know the Ingredients juſt that make 'em up, 


Vid. Why Faith, and that's as exa& as &er an 
© All colooſe Grains, the ſubtleſt volatile Aroms, With 


Nem, Give me thy hand, Vidam, I know the 
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With the whole Miſh-maſh"of their Compoſition. 
Heark there without, the voice of Marguerite, 


Now thou ſhale ſee a Battle worth the gazing, 
Mark but how eaſily my reaſon flings her, 


And yet at kt PI! ſwing into Friendſhip 
Becauſe I love her— Exter Bellamore. 
Bell. The Princeſs ſhall I Rop her ? 


New. No, let her-come, 
With flying Colours, and with beat of Dram 
Like the Fanatick, 11] but rub me down, 
And then have at her, Vidam, ſtay you here—— 
By Heev's I'm jealous of this changeable Stuff, 
Therefore the hits will be the livelier 9” both f(ides, 
The Dauphin, but no more—ſhe comes, the comes. , 
Enter Margoerite puſhe Reliamore. 
Marg. Be gon, Villain, il, Fury, of a Man. 
N:m. But hear me but {1x words in private- 
Eater Poltrot, Celia. 

Pol. And I (wear by this laſcivious bit of Beauty, I will cleave to 
my Gel:iz for Better for Worſe, in Searge, Grogrum or Crape, though a 
Queen ſhou'd come in my way in Beaten Gold | 

New. hat then,Gentlemen,l perceive there have been Wars at home--- 

Pel. Not a Battle, my Lord, only —— a ſounded or (o.- | 


a Horn Sir ? 


am in Health, I am reſolv'd to give ſatisfaction to all I have wrong 3 
and firſt to this Lady, whom I will make my Wife before all this - 


g0 on. 

He well Repents that will not Sin, yet can, 

But Death-bed Sorrow rarely ſhews the Man. _ 
T 


b 


THE 


EPILOG UE: 


Hat is this Wit which Cowley cou'd not name ? 
The rare Inducement to a perfet Fame, ; 


The Art of Nature curious in a Frame. 
Is it a —_ a Trimmer, or 4 Tory, 
Or an Ou E q frg otten im the Story ? 
Tis Honour veil d m Honeſty's Diſguiſe 
Or Ceſar like a Fencer m a Prize ; 
Tis Pindar's Ramble, Nature in Miſrule, 
A Politician atted by a Fool. 
Tis all Variety the Arts can grve, 
The Danaid's fulling of a Leakey Steve : 
The Valleys Sweets, and the dt filling Spring, 
The brimming Bacchus that the Muſes bri 
To drink the Health of England's Glorious King, 
A Stateſman thoughtful fo a Clown revit'd, 
A Peſile and a Mortar for a Child. 
Trs a true Principle, but bardly ſhown, 
An Artificial Sigh, a Virgins Groan, 
When the firſt mght her Lover layes ber on. 
Tis like a Laſs that Gads to gather May, 
Tis like the Comed ly you have to day, 
A Bulling Galli m a wanton Play. 
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